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EDITORS” PAGE 


Man is a social animal. From the dawn of recorded history 
we learn of his need to communicate with others -- to seek out 
beings of his own kind and be accepted by them. As man began to 
develop, he found there wero many ways to acheive this communi- 
cation and he employed them all -- touching, seeing, language. 
He learned there was great satisfaction in having his thoughts 
and feelings understood. He made Contact! 

Then man began to grow further, to learn more, and he found 
that there was an even greater satisfaction in being not only 
understood, but agreed with. 3o he began to be selective,seeking 
out those who's thoughts and feelings reflected his own. He 
developed groups and moved within them. He had made another form 
of Contact. 

And as man, hopefully, grew even more, he began to realize 
that within this world, indeed even the Universe, there can be, 
in fact, a great satisfaction in conmunication with others who 
may be different from him. Hopefully, he has learned to delight 
in that difference and understand that although it exists, there 
are levels on which he can relate. This is still another form 
of Contact. 

Then, once in a while, sometimes no more than once in a 
lifetime, man finds another individual with whom he can relate 
so completely that their meeting is as electric as two charged 
wires suddenly touching. He looks into the other's soul and he 
knows. He understands and is understood without the need for 
oral, written, physical or visual communication. Each one is a 
half of a whole, drawn togather in such complete harmony that 
their differences combine to create unity. When this happens, 
when a man finds that perfect compliment to himself, this is a 
very special Contact! 
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The tall lean Harthman stepped up to the Enterprise trio 
who had just beamed down onto his porch. 

"Welcome to the Kessler Colony, gentlemen,” he greeted them. 
"I'm Leon Kessler at your service!" The man's voice was resonant 
and strong. 

Kirk, Spock and McCoy looked at their surroundings curiously. 
This was a well developed, self sustaining Earth colony on the 
outer fringes of the Procyon star system. It's technical name was 
Damion IT and it had been colonized seven years ago by this man 
Kessler and his party of 37 men and women. But the Federation 
had heard no reports from them for almost six of those years so 
they'd finally sent a Starship to investigate. Detecting life 
forms but getting no response to their transmissions, they beamed 
down to what seemed like the center of the colony. Their greeting 
unsettled Kirk. 

"Mr. Kessler. I'm Captain James Kirk of the USS Hnterprise. 
This is our Science Officer, Commander Spock, and our Chief Medir 
cal Officer, Dr. Leonard McCoy." He paused for acknowledgement, 
then continued, "T must say, sir, you don't seem surprised to see 
us," almost adding, as if you expected us. 

Kessler nodded sagely. "It was inevitable, Captain. We knew 
the Federation would send someone here eventually." He broke off 
and indicated the house. “Come inside out of this heat and I'll 
try to answer your questions.” 

They entered the house which appeared from the exterior to 
be a huge whitewashed wooden dwelling, faintly resembling the 
ancient Southern plantation homes of Harth. The interior was 
anything but crude. The first thing that struck one was the 
infinately cooler, filtered air. The . furnishings were  gntte ° 
modern and opulent. As they entered the room Kessler indicated 
as his study, a young girl tidying up looked up at them in 
surprise and it seemed alarm. 

She was small, finely featured, with thick brown hair and 
dark eyes. After her initial shock she stood quietly observ- 
ing them with keen interest. She appeared especially fascin- 
ated with the Vulcan. 

Kessler finished speaking and turned to the girl. "Gentle- 
men, this is my sister, Lydra,”" he said proudly, and introduced 
the trio to her. “They're from a Starship, dear. The Federation 
has sent them." 

Her eyes darted from one face to another uneasily. "Helio," 
she stammered in confusion. Appearing about to say something 
else, she caught her brother's eye and retreated to the file case 
behind the desk. 

Kessler sat down and indicated they do the same. "Lydra will 
supply you with my reports. I've kept them faithfully since our 
transmitter was destroyed in a small fire six years ago," he said, 
flicking a button on his desk. A man appeared in the doorway. 
Tall, ruggedly muscled, weathered face, he was a formidabis looking 
contrast to the luxury of the room. 

"Yes, Sir?" he questioned Kessler. 


"Hartley. »« » will you bring our guests some refreshment, 
please." Turning to Kirk, he explained, “We make our own fruit » 
ale here which I'm sure you'll enjoy, Capt. Kirk,” The tone was 
Calm and benevolent, but Jim sensed something about this man, 
something he couldn't quite put a finger on, that he distrusted. 

Meanwhile, Lydra had extracted a thick folder and after a 
moment of indecision she handed it to Spock. Her eyes locked 
with his so intensely for qg moment, that even Spock reacted. He 
could almost feel her mind reaching out for his, and it startled 
him. Then the moment was gone, and Spock turned his attention 
to the reports. 

Kessler settled himself more comfortably. "As you can see, 
everything has gone smoothly. We are in need of nothing. Since 
we are a productive society, I'd prefer no interruptions in the 
pattern of our daily life." 

Spock, scanning the reports, spoke up. “Captain, I note here 
there have been four deaths over the past six years. One of them 
was Todd Mason." 

Kirk rubbed his chin. "Hmmn...Regrettable. We carried news 
for Mason. He'd come into quite a legacy from his grandfather," 
he explained to Kessler. "How did he die?" 

Kessler spoke quickly. “He was killed in an explosion in the 
foundary almost three years ago.” 

Spock looked up in surprise. "This report indicates, Mr. 
Kessler, that Todd Mason was the victim of an accidental drown- 
ing. And it took place five years and three months ago." 

Leon Kessler stirred uneasily and there was a pause when 
everyone held their breaths. The awkwardness ended when the man, 
Hartley, brought in a tray of drinks. Kessler coughed and cleared 
his throat. 

"Thank you, Hartley, that will be all,” he said casually. 
Handing out the glasses he spoke easily to Spock. "I mast have 
Mason confused with someone else." 

Kirk stood up. "Mr. Kessler, if you don't object, I'd like 
to contact my ship and then take a look around your colony. I 
shall try to be unobtrusive, but I do have a report to make." 

Kessler's smile was frosty. "Oh, yes, Captain, I quite 
agree. But you will come back and join us for dinner, won't you?" 
he asked politely. 

Kirk smiled. "I'm sure that will be fine. Till then,” he 
nodded. 

As they walked out into the bright sun, the Captain was 
thoughtful. All about them was the bustle of a productive colony, 
yet something seemed oddly out of place. He stood in the middle 
of the road, again trying to pinpoint the source of his uneasiness. 
He spoke to McCoy. 

"Bones, do you sense anything. . . different here?" Kirk 
groped for the right words. “Anything about Kessler himself, 
perhaps?" 

The doctor looked around him easily. "No, not really, Jim. 
Kinda reminds me of the Old South around here.” Kirk looked at 
him in amusement, and McCoy grinned, the easy comradeship of 
shared laughter. 
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"When they had slaves and masters?" Jim smiled wryly. He 
walked ahead of his officers and pulled out his communicator. 
"Kirk to interprise...Come in, Scott," he said. Getting Scotty's 
reply, Kirk reported that they found the colonists alive and 
well. "But," he added, “we'rs going to stick around here for a 
while just to make certain." 

"Trouble, Captain?" Scott asked. 

Kirk hesitated. "No, not exactly, I just want a closer look. 
I'll contact you later. Kirk out." 

The man, Hartiey, slipped quietly away from his hiding place 
nearby and headed for the big house, 
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"They are suspicious, Sir. They will dig and probe..." 
"T3 all secure?" 

"On the surface, yes, but these merece" 

"Yes, I see. Perhaps an accident...” 

"Understood. It would be the easiest solution." 

"Go, then!" 
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The trio had wandered a distance from the colony itself. 
Spock, taking his tricorder readings, found no abnormalities. 
The air was oppresively humid and still, and they had worked 
up a sweat climbing over the rocky terrain. Kirk didn't know 
what exactly he was looking for; he'd hoped to get some per- 
spective out here. But there was nothing to be found and he 
turned now to the other two. 

"Let's head back to the colony. I want to talk to some of 
the people before we get back to Kessler." He started down the 
path, a little ahead of Spock and McCoy. 

"Nothing like a walk in the woods to sharpen the appetite," 
McCoy grumbled, kicking a rock out of his way. 

"Doctor, even you must realize the benefits derived 
from..." Spock's reply was cut off by a rumble from somewhere 
above them. His comrades hadn't picked it up, but Spock's sharp 
Vulcan ears had. Looking up, he saw the landslide headed for 
them, and he shouted, but his warning came a fraction of a 
second too late. With a deafening roar, it suddenly seemed like 
the whole mountain descended upon them, flinging them this way 
and that, like helpless little toys. 

As the dust cleared and clean air filtered its way back 
into Spock's lungs, he sat up stiffly, gingerly testing his 
muscles. He felt uninjured and hearing McCoy's coughs to his 
left, he made his way in that direction, over the rubble of 
rocks and sand. 

McCoy sat up with Spock's assistance and together they 
cleared what small debris they could out of the way. The doctor 
realized he'd lost all his equipment and Spock had too. But 
right now that thought was not uppermost in their minds. 

"Where's Jim?!" McCoy asked in sudden alarm. 


"He was ahead of us just before the landslide," Spock 
replied, scrambling in that direction quickly. He and McCoy 
looked around, sesing nothing sat first, then Spock turned to 
the right and moved a few rocks out of his way violently, to 
get to the body which McCoy could see now too, pinned under 
the main part of the landsiids. 

"Jim!" Spock's voice was uneven as he bent beside the still 
form. McCoy reached them and put his fingers on Kirk's neck. 

"Hets alive,” he said grimly, feeling so much at a loss 
without his instruments. Spock had started to move away the 
smaller rocks, but it was a pyramid offect and for every one 
that Spock pulled out, three more took it's place. 

The Captain roused and began to cough the dust out of his 
lungs. He tried to sit up, bout found he couldn't move. Only then 
did he realige he was pinned down. His chest felt like a ball of 
fire and he blinked dazedly at his friends. 

MeGoy's voice was ragged. “Don't try to move, Jim. Just lie 
still." The pain on McCoy's face told Jim what he wanted to know, 
what he had to know; it was bad. 

Spock, on his knees at Kirk's side, was looking at him in 
concern, unmindful of the small trickle of green blood working 
it's way down the side of his face. His superior Vulcan physio-~ 
logy had failed him and he felt the frustration of helplessness 
engulfing him. Again he tried to move one of the bigger boulders 
obstructing his progress but a clipped moan from Jim stopped him 
instantly. Their eyes met and Kirk read the confusion in Spock's 
face. He felt Spock's frustration, and tried to move his free 
hand toward him. It was a brief moment of weakness for Kirk, an 
instant when he thought: I'm going to die and I don't want to 
die! and Spock understood this and reached his hand out and: 
grasped his Captain's fingers tightly, willing the strength to 
flow from him to Kirk. 

McCoy came around and touched Spock's shoulder. They got up 
and moved a few yards away. 

"Spock, you're going to have to go back to the colony for 
help,” he said softly. 

Spock's face was tight. “How bad is it, Doctor?" There would 
be no jokes now about McCoy's abilities. 

McCoy shook his head. “I've no way of telling without my 
{nstruments, but there's got to be some internal damage.-- from 
all the signs there's internal bleeding. All fT know for sure is 
that if he doesn't get help and get it soon, he'il die, Spock. 
Jim will die!" 

Spock didn't reply, but he flashed McCoy a plercing look, then 
turned back to the Captain. 

As Spock knelt, Kirk spoke in a somewhat stronger voice. The 
initial shock had passed and the Captain was feeling his wits 
returning. "3pock,” he said, "give me your communicator, I can't 
get to mine. I've got to call the ship, get a team down here.oe” 

"Captain, Spock cut him off, "there are no communicators. 
All our equipment was lost in the landslide. With your permission 
I'll go back to the colony to get help from the people there." 
The ramifications were obvious to Kirk, as they were to Spock. 
Without comminications it would be some time before Scotty got 
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suspicious enough to send down a re-con party and even if they 
managed to get Kirk dug out and brought back to the house, they 
had none of the medical facilities of the Hnterprise to treat a 
badly injured man. And there was that other thing, Kirk thought. 
That uneasiness he'd sensed back there. Something about Kessler. 
He swallowed visably and blinked in the glare of the sun, 

"Okay, Spock," Jim said evenly. "But be careful. We can't be 
sure these people are our frbends." 

Spock nodded and stood up. Neediessly he turned to McCoy. 

"Take care of him," he said simply. Before he left, he took one 

last look at Jim Kirk, proud, strong, vital Captain of a Starship, 
laying here helplessly pinned down, possibly dying, and with a 
great effort he turned and began to descend. 
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"You fool!" Kessler hissed. 

Hartley cowered visably. "I tried, sir. It was difficult..." 
He was Interrupted by a third man, stationed at the window in this 
comfortable study. 

"The Vulcan is anproaching the house now, Sir," he informed 
Kessler. 

"All right, we'll deal with this one first." He picked up a 
pen and began writing with a good deal of concentration, It was 
thus that Spock found him upon entering the study. 

"Mr. Kessler... There's been an accident," Spock said rapidly, 
pausing when Kessler failed to respond or give any indication of 
awareness. As he opened his mouth to continue, Kessler spoke, but 
to Hartley, not Spock. 

"Has this man been given permission to enter my chambers?" 
he asked. 

Spock stood there, not quite comprehending; a sense 6f 
bafflement replacing his urgency. Hartley stepped up to him. 

"Sorry, you'll have to make an appointment and wait your 
turn," he said, giving Spock a slight shove. 

Spock's tone was neutral. "You don't seem to understand. 
Captain Kirk has been injured in a..." Before he could finish, 
Kessler stood up and suddenly Spock saw it all. It had been no 
accident! For some unknown reason this man had caused the land-~ 
slide. It was illogical, but it was true! 

Kessler's tone had changed again and it was easy and warm. 
"Yes, Mr. Spock, a great pity, isn't it? But I'm afraid I can't 
let you report back on our little colony here. Taylor,” he indi- 
cated the third man who had drawn his phaser, "show Mr. Spock to 
our 'guest quarters'," 

Spock was shoved roughly out of the house and down a path 
toward a windowless brick building containing barred cubicles 
just big enough for a man to stand in. He tried to protest as they 
locked him in, telling them it was illogical to attempt this on 
the Federation, but he was ignored, then left alone. 

Alone, to stand there and think about that man up on the 
mountain, possibly dying, and ne was powerless to stop it. He 
tried the bars; they were tight. He could see no possible means 
of escape. He forced his mind to the unanswered questions, What 


was Kessler's motive for wanting them dead? What would they have 
found if they'd explored further? 

At that point he heard the scraping of the outer door being 
opened. It was the girl, Lydra, bearing a tray of food. 

"Tt 43 dinnertime," She attempted q smile. 

Spock shook his head forcibly. “I do not desire sustenence$" 

Her look was open and amazed. "Do not fear, Mr. Spock. It is 
clean. I prepared it myself.” 

. At first he thought she meant hygenically clean, but his puz@- 
gled look made her stammer and flush. 

"Oh! I thought you knew! That is. . »" she broke off in con- 
fusion. 

His mind was working fast now. She had backed off a few steps 
and he tried to reach through the bars to her, but they were too 
close together. “Lydra," he said, his voice soft, coaxing, "there's 
something in the food, 1s that it? Your brother puts what in the 
food? 

She spoke hesitantly. "A plant extract. I don't know what it's 
called. I don't even know where it comes from. But it makes people 
passive, obedient, like slaves," she said, her voice growing 
stronger. "He found out it's use about a year after we came here, 
and with the help of a few loyal men began to administer it to 
the rest of the people so he could have total control!" She broke 
off, looking dismayed. "But, if you didn't know this, why would 
he lock you up?" 

"Tt would be easily detected and he knew we'd learn the 
truth," he explained patiently. "So that's why he didn't want 
us bothering anyone," he mused. "Has no one here attempted to 
resist?" 

"Some have tried," she replied tonelessly, eyes down. "They 
are dead.” she looked up at him sadly. "Mr. Spock, I'm sorry you 
had to get involved in this! I wanted so to warn you away earlier 
but I was afraid toi" 

Spock looked at the zirl, an idea dawning on him. “Lydra, 
there's an injured man up on the mountain. Can you get up there 
with a few man and..." 

She shivered. "No! I cannot interfere! I should not even be 


Before he could stop her, she had fled the way she came. 
Since she seemed the only logical chance for his freedom, he set 
about trying to call her back with his mind. 3o enrapt was he in 
this endeavor, that he didn't hear the two men enter until they 
were at his cell. He looked up as they unlocked the door, phasers 
pointed at him. 

"The boss wants you,” Taylor said grimly, and they led him 
again to the big house, to that cool, soft, deceptive room. 

He had no chance to resist with those phasers trained on 
him. They shackled his hands behind him and pushed him into a 
chair. Then Kessler dismissed them with a wave of his hand. 

"Leave us!" he commanded. He sat silently observing Spock 
for a moment, then he spoke. "vou mentioned the Federation, Mr. 
Spock. I wanted to ease your mind on that. You and your friends 
met with an accident here. Regrettable, but just an occupational 
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hazard, wouldn't you say?" 

"Kessler," Spock replied, "it is only a matter of time before 
our ship sends down more mer to investigate our abscence. They 
will take the same steps we took upon arrival. They will draw 
the same conclusions." 

The smile Kessler gave him was chilling. "Yes, but meanwhile 
your Captain will be dead!" Perhaps Spock's face gave him away, 
because suddenly Kessler pounced on this fact. "You would see 
your Captain die, Spock. Is that what you want?” 

Spock was puzzled. This was no game for logic. The man was 
totally illogical and Spock had no guidelines for human madness. 
"T ao not understand what it is you want,” he replied. 

Abruptly, Kessler's tone changed. "of course, I gould save 
your Captain. For a time at least,” he smiled slyly. "The Fed-~ 
eration would see I had done everything I could. A pity that he 
died anyway." 

Spock's face was noncommittal but he felt a tightness inside, 
a feeling akin to hatred that was foreign to him. Kessler went on. 

"But the important thing now is to get Captain Kirk off that 
mountain, isn't 1t? For what would it matter if you find a way to 
escape if he is already dead? That is what you must logically 
conclude, is it not, Mr. Spock?" 

Spock still did not reply. 

"Well," Kessler said, "perhaps I could still save him. For 
the right price." 

The Vulcan thought he understood that one. "If you meen, 
Sir, that we make no mention in our report.e.e.' Kessler cut him 
off. 

"No, no," he denied. "You cannot be bought that easily." 

"Corprect. You have no way of winning and tne death of my 
Captain would serve no purpose." 

“Does that bother you, Spock? It doesn't bother me. After 
all, it's not the winning that counts, but how you play the game,” 
he chuckled. 

But what game are we playing, Spock wondered. What are the 
rules with this madman? Kessler was speaking again. 

"So, your ship sends down mon to search for you. Well, we 
have ways around here of controlling a man. Perhaps you know of 
them. 

"T know of them," Spock said shortly. 

Kessler looked surprised, then he smiled. "Good. Well, irre~ 
gardless of how this all turns out, Captain Kirk 1s bleeding to 
death.’ 

Spock's head was soinning from the man's constant change of 
pace. “What is it you want from me?" he asked wearily. 

“"I spoke of a price, Spock. A price for your Captain's life." 
Kessler stood up straight, and his eyes took on a glow. "Will you 
beg, Spock? For your Captain's life, will you get down on your 
knees and beg?" 

Spock looked at him in astonishment. It was a ghastly 
practieal joke. The man was totally insane! Every fiber of his 
Vulcan heritage rebelled in him. "Vulcan's do not beg!" he spat 
out. 
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Kessler's chuckle was soft. "I know. That's why it's such a 
high price I place on your Captain Kirk. Is he not worth it, 
Spock?" 

Spock repressed the emotions churning in himself and shook 
his head. "I cannot." 

Kessler seemed angry as he pushed the button on his desk. 
"We will give you a second chance, Mr. Spock, after you have a 
chance to think it over." 

The two men entered; one was carrying a hypospray....Spock 
knew what was coming and he tried to resist, but the combined 
strength of the two men was too much for a Vulcan with shackled 
hands. As the hypo pressed into his arm, the last words Spock 
heard were Kessler's,. 

"As I said, we have ways of controlling men here, Mr. 
Spock," 

A wave of dizziness overtook Spock and he blacked out. 


af % % oy % * % we % cc 


McCoy's probing fingers made Jim wince. The doctor looked 
apologetically at his friend and reached up to wipe away the 
beads of sweat forming on Kirk's face. His skin under McCoy's 
hand was cool, even with the hot sun glaring down on them. Jim's 
voice was weaker now. 

"How long has it been, Bones?" 

McCoy looked up at the sky, trying to read the movement of 
the strange sun. "Too long," he muttered. 

Kirk tried to move again and was hit by a fresh wave of pain. 
McCoy eased him back and stending, removed his blue tunic and 
rolled it into a pillow, which he placed carefully under Jim's 
neck. The stark black of his shirt provided a glaring contrast to 
the whiteness of his dust covered face, as he bent over Kirk. 

The Captain tried to sneak, his voice coming out hoarse. 
"There must have been trouble, Bones. Spock must have..." He broke 
off, unable to go on. 

McCoy was torn by the inactivity. He wanted to go find out 
what had happened to Spock, to go bring help back, yet he couldn't 
leave Jim here all alone, to lie here and die by himself. 

"Take it easy, Jim." He forced himself to smile. "Spock's 
never let either one of us down before. I'd never admit it to 
him, but that Vulcan's pretty handy to have around when the chips 
are down." 

Kirk managed to grin. "That's what I've been telling you..." 
His voice trailed off as he lost conciousness again. McCoy hastily 
grabbed for the pulse, alarm in his eyes. It was there; faint, but 
stLll there. Rubbing his eyes, Bones peered off in the direction 
of the colony. If Spock didn't get back soon, it would be too 
late. What was keeping him, he wondered. 
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As Spock's conciousness returned, he realized he was alone 
again with Kessler. The man was studying him avidly. Spock felt 
oddly at peace here, his senses lulled into a state of amiability 
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by the drug. Kessler was speaking, and Spock looked up passively 
at his voice. 

"Now, then, Mr. Spock, we were discussing the price of your 
Captain's life," 

It all came back to Spock with a rush of emotion strange to 
him. With a great effort he willed his mind to clear, even physic-~ 
ally tossing his head as though to diminish the cobwebs. His voice 
was low and controlled. "I am a Vulcan!" 

Kessler's voice taunted him. "And Vulcans do not beg, or so 
you said. Yet your Captain is dying. Right now, out in that hot 
sun, his life ebbs from him." 

Spock said nothing, so intent was he on freeing his mind from 
this foreign influence. He would do just about anything to save 
Kirk's life, he thought. Just about..ec. 

"Don't you care, Spock? Don't you care that he'll die, his 
iusides smashed under the weight of those rocks?" 

Tllogical! Tne Vulean coming through strengthened spock. 
This man will not let us live. It will serve no purpose for him 
to save Jiin. 

"You can save him, Spock. I can help him. Isn't what I ask 
a small price for a life?" 

Spock had almost mastered it now. His sanity was restored, 
but his emotions were still churning. 

"He'll die, Spock, unless we help him, you and I. Our sun 
stays up for another four hours. Four more hours for him to lie 
in that hot sun with the rock's weight on him, crushing the breath 
from his lungs, crushing the life from his useless body!" 

Kessler's words fell like hammers on Spock's ears. He winced 
under each phrase like a blow. With tortured eyes, he looked at 
Kessler, 

"You can help him! Why won't you help him?!" Spock almost 
screamed the words, 

"You must beg me, Spock. On your knees. And I'll send the 
men up to get him. You can lead them. Beg, Spock. That's all it 
takes, 

A quiver of revulsion ran through Spock's nerves. He owed 
Kirk his life a thousand times over. Jim had risked his career, 
his life, his all for him. Was that which Kessler demanded really 
so high a price to pay? Was pride worth a human life? That life 
which was so closely bound up with his that they were more than 
brothers. Almost without thinking about it, he was on his knees, 
the touch of the thick carpet soft on his legs. Carried away by 
the force of emotion so new to him, he looked up at Kessler 
without shame, Somehow this seemed so logically right all of a 
sudden. 

"Please," he implored. "Help me. Help the Captain. I beg of 
you!" The words, once out, could not be recalled and self-revolt 
set in as Kessler laughed that maniacal laugh. Fully aware now, 
an aching sense of shame came upon Spock, who realized what hetd 
done! 


% + * % * 4 tt + % 


Bones had been digging in the rubble, trying to locate some 
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of their lost equipment. At least feeling like he was doing 
something, he wasn't surprised that he was unsucessful. A 
sound from Kirk brought him instantly to the Vaptain's side. 

"Rasy, Jim. Just lie still," he cautioned. 

The sheer frustration of being unable to move around put 
an edge to Kirk's voice, "Bones, did you have any luck?" 

McCoy shook his head. "None. It must've all gone down the 
cliff somewhere. It could be anywhere b now." He stood abruptly, 
straining his eyes down the path. "Jim!" he exclaimed. "T think 
someone's coming!" He threw Kirk a look of relief and ran a few 
feet ahead, as a voice called out from below. 

"Ahoy! Are you there?" It was Hartley, and McCoy recognized 
him as the man he'd met earlier in Kessler's office. With him 
were two other men ani spock. 

"Over here!" Bones answered. 

As they reached Kirk and began clearing away the rocks, Spock 
hurried to his Captain's side to see for himsel” that he had 
arrived in time. 

McCoy's voice was anxious. "Well, it sure took you long 
enough, " he growlsd, but something in the Vulcan's blank face 
stopped him from saying more. 

Kirk looked up at his First Officer with whit little strength 
he hai left. “3pock..." he began, and appeared about to say some- 
thing else, but changed his mind. What words could one use, Kirk 
wondered, the dizziness engulfing him again. 

Spock's voice was controlled. "I shall assist with these 
rocks, Doctor. Stand by with the first-aid kit,’ he ordered. 

McCoy had checked it out and it seemed adequite on a short 
term basis. As the rocks were cleared away, he administered 
oressure vacks and bandages to the worst of Kirk's superficial 
wounds. The Captain, although weak, was concious and obviously 
in pain. He tried not to show it, but as the last great boulder 
was lifted from him he gave in with a mighty shuider. McCoy 
prepared a pain-killing hypo, but Kirk waved him off. 

"Bones, I don't wante.." he began as McCoy pushed it home. 

Inert now, they lifted him gently onto the stretcher and 
descended to the house. There wasn't really time for words until 
they got him settled in a bedroom or. the second floor. Then 
McUVoy turned to Hartley. 

"We've got to get back to our ship," he told him grimly. 
"Perhaps some of our equipment could be located if. . -" The 
man's chuckle cut him off. 

"Borget it, Doc. You three aren't getting any help," he 
sneered. "when Kessler gets back you're zoing for a little 
walk, you and the Vulcan. If you meet with an accident, that's 
just too bad.'* He movei to the door where the other two men 
stooi, armed now with »ohasers. "Don't try anything. As Spock 
will tell you, it's useless around here.’ 

McCoy stared after him in disbelief, as the door was holted 
on them. Then he turned to Spock in frantic horror. “What in 
thunder's going on here?!" he exploded. 

At that noint, Jim stirred. Mcvoy came to his side. The 
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Captain reflected he felt better now. Something in that hypo 
McCoy'd given him, no doubt. He took in the richly furnished 
room with clear eyes. The dostor was putting something warm 
and soft over him and it almost lulled him back to sleep, but 
he fought off the lethargy with effort. He was the Captain, 
after all, and the success of this mission, like all others, 
was his responsibility. He looked at McCoy expsctantly. 

Bones looked at his friend and laid a hand on his shoulder. 
"Welcome back, Jim," he said softly, smiling into that inquisi- 
tive face. 

Spock stepped over to them and Kirk faced him eagerly. 
Choosing to ignore the concern he saw on their faces, he con- 
centrated instead on the surge of command he suddenly felt. 

"Your report, Spock, on our situation?" he asked. 

"The landslide was no accident,” Spock explained. "Kessler 
intended then to kill all three of us. He could not have us 
inquiring too deeply into his colony." 

Kirk looked at him sharply. "Did you discover the secret 
he's hiding?" 

Spock replied tonelessly, his eyes fixed straight ahead. 

"He discovered a drug - a native plant extract ~ some form of 
extreme barbituate, I would surmise. It makes the colonists 
mentally weak and submissive. He uses it to acheive total control 
and power.” His eyes met Kirk's. "He is a madman, Jim. He has 

no intention of letting us out of here." 

Kirk's voice took on an urgency. His head was spinning 
again and he had to get this out. “Spock, you've got to get 
back to the ship! Get out of here, somehow, and hide until 
the re-con party gets here. Someone has to...stop...-this,” he 
trailed off, lapsing into unconciousness again. 

Spock bent over his Captain in concern, and McCoy looked 
at him thoughtfully. 

"We've got to get him back to the ship soon, Spock, or it'll 
be too late. He needs transfusions and treatment right away,” he 
told him. Spock didn't seem to be listening; he'd walked over to 
the window and stood staring out at the growing dusk with unblink-~ 
ing eyes. McCoy watched him curiously. Something about Spock was 
all wrong. It was apparent when he talked,in the way he stood, but 
the doctor couldn't put his finger on what it was. 

"TI can see no logical answer, Doctor," Spock said softly. 

Bones walked over close to Spock, who stood with one hand on 
the windowsill. The fingers were quivering of their own wolition, 
he noticed. What have they done to you, Spock, he wondered sadly, 
but this man was a Vulcan and he couldn't say the words - not to 
him. McCoy's voice, when he spoke, was gentle. 

"T've never seen you give in so easily, Spock," he chastized, 
and Spock turned to stare at him with such a wounded look that 
McCoy suddenly knew. What had Spock said about that drug? It made 
men mentally weak and submissive. That's what the difference was! 
The missing element was Spock's defeatism and lethargy! But, some~ 
thing more, he thought suddenly. He sensed that somehow, someway, 
Spock had compromised and was now fighting some inner battle with 
himself. The Doctor longed to reach out to him, to erase the pain 
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in those haunted eyes, but he didn't know how. 

The air was charged with the electricity of unspoken words 
and thoughts ss the two men, Human and Vulcan, tried to bridge 
the gulf between them, in a situation so totally different for 
them. 

3pock broks it off as he crossed the room and sat down. 

McCoy hesitated only a moment, then he followed and stooped 
down by 3pock's chair. 

"You heard what the Captain said, Spock. You've got to do 
something! You can't just sit here and allow this to go on!" he 
snapped, trying desperately to get through the barriers Spock 
had put up. Jim would know, he reflected. He could reach Spock 
where no one else could. 

The Vulcan shook his head. "We are locked in, with armed 
guards at the door. We have no weapons or means of communications. 
What would you have me do, boctor?" 

McCoy chose his words carefully. "I don't know what they've 
done to you, Spock, and I know you won't tell me. But you've got 
to snap out of it. This isn't like you; you've got to realize 
that!’ 

Spock looked at him thou-shtfully, Mcevoy's words penetrating 
at last. He sensed there was something wrong with his thinking 
processes. Prtrhaps he did have to take action of some sort. 

Just then, the scrapping of the tolt snapped them both back 
to the present as they turned thelr syes toward the door. Lydra 
entered timidly, and after a moment's hesitation she came up to 
Spock, her eyes erimming with tears. 

"He's going to kill you, isn't he?" she asked frantically. 

"We cannot be allowed to report what we know," Spock answered 
flatly. 

McCoy's voice was gruff. "Doesn't he realize killing us will 
only postpone the inevitable? It's a senseless move!" 

Lydra shook her head. "It doesn't matter tc Leon. He's convinc- 
ed himself he can handle anything." 

"The man is insane,’ Spock injected. 
Lydra looked at him with understanding. "I know that now,’ 
admitted. "If only I could help." 

"It's too late," Spock replied tonelessly. 

"Perhaps not, perhaps there is something..." she began. 

"What could you do?" he asked in disbelief. 

Her voice grew stronger. “We hsve a radio. It's ina little 
Shack not far from here. Only Leon and Hartley know of it. Hven 
I'm not supposed to, but I do.” 

While she was speaking, spock's face had grown intense; his 
eyes bored into her. Hope, for the first time, kindled in him, 
banishing all cobwebs, all sense of dullness from his mind. Adren- 
lin pumped into his veins and unchained his wits again. 

"You must take me there," he spoke urgently. 

"Noweoe” Lydra hesitated. "I'm afraid. If Leon finds out, 
af exsa 

Spock looked at her intensely, but his voice was compose, 
logical, as he felt his senses returning. He spoke reasonably. 

"Lydra, you have udmitted that your brother is insane. You 
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must know that forcing the colonists to be slaves is wrong. 
Kessler will kill my friends and I and there will be an inves-~ 
tigation by StarFleet. The end is inevitable. To pretend it is 
not is illogical. But you can save our lives, perhaps the lives 
of more, by helping us to hasten the end." 

Lydra hesitated only a second, then she spoke resolutely. 
"I will bring the guards their dinner. I shall tell you when it 
is safe to leave.” Her eyes met Spock's with grim determination. 

She was gone for what seemed to McCoy to be an eternity, but 
was, in fact, a very short amount of time. He paced the room 
impatiently, but Spock stood quiet and controlled beside his 
Captain's bed, the balm of his purposeful plan soothing the few 
tortured ghosts of his past actions into oblivion. 

They heard Lydra's return. 3he beckoned to Spock. 

“fhe guards have eaten. They won't stop us now," she said. 
"But hurry, Leon will be returning soon." 

Lydra and Spock hurried past the guards, lulled into passive- 
ness by the extra amount of plant extract she had put in their 
dinners. Spock stared at them for an instant with revulsion for 
what this drug could do to men if used by the wrong hands. Then 
he went on, out of the house and down a small path to a rickety 
wooden building. 

She led him into the dusty gloom carefully. Lighting the 
area, she indicated the old communications console resting there. 

"Does it work?" she asked breathlessly. "I know Leon has 
listened on it ~ that's how he knew of your arrival." 

Spock had bent over and was working with the dials. "I believe 
it needs a few adjustments. Are there tools?" he asked. Together 
they poked around the area and came up with a toolkit. He sat down 
and was soon lost in concentration, 

He was almost finished when suddenly, the door was flung open. 
Spock and Lydra looked up, startled. Her brother stood there, silho- 
etted against the night sky, the anger contorting his face into a 
grotesque mask. He pulled out a phaser and pointed it at them. 

Spock stood, brushing aside a feeling of loathing for this 
man and what he had forced him to do. He was a Vulcan and he must 
deal with this logically. 

Lydra was not bound by such a code. She rushed over to Kessler. 
"Leon, no," she cried. "You mustn't...." She was flung aside, 
roughly. 

Venom in his voice, Kessler turned to her. "You too, little 
sister! You plot against your own flesh and blood!’ he roared. 

Spock made a move and the man swung back to him. "Stay where 
you are!" he warned. 

"You cannot kill me in this manner. It would be far from 
accidental," Spock reminded him. 

Walking toward Spock, Kessler turned his back on the wedping 
Lydra, who was huddled on the floor. "Don't count on it, Mr. Spock, 
You will beg me again - this time for your death ~- before I am 
through with you}" His eyes were glowing, all semblence of ration~ 
ality gone from him. "You will suffer, I will make you suffer, and 
she will watch it!" 
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Lydra rose quietly and reached carefully to one side 
where the tools were kept. Her fingers tightened on the axe 
handle. 

Impervious to her, Kessler raved on. "My sister will learn 
as I learned that there is nothing special about Vulcans. They 
beg and grovel just as every other man. Men are worthless, 
despicable creatures. Especially men who interfere into other 
people's concerns. For that you'll pay!" 

She had advanced cautiously but as she raised the axe, 
Kessler sensed something, perhaps a flicker on Spock's face, 
and he spun, only in time to cry out as she brought the weapon 
down viciously. 

Hysterical, Lydra swung it again ani again, until Spock 
reached her side and forced it from her hands. She clung to 
him, sobbing, and he felt the weiwht of her as she mercifully 
passed out. ; 

Laying her gently on the floor, Spock looked thoughtful 
for a moment, then turned resolutely back to the radio. 
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Striding purposefully down the corridor toward Sickbay, 
Spock felt the familiar comfort of the shiv easing all other 
thoughts from nis mind. He was back in his sane, logical world 
again and his senses responded to it. He was about to lay waste 
to the last nagging worry of that nightmare as he checked with 
McCoy on Kirk's medical report. 

The doctor looked up as Spock entered and smiled eagerly. 
"Glad to see you, Spock. Maybe you can help convince my patient 
he can't go running up to the bridge right away!” 

They both walked over to where Jim sat up in bed, looking 
tired, but well. spock raised his eyebrow. 

"He looks well, Doctor. Are you certain he isn't malinger- 
ing?" he asked drily. 

Kirk's eyes twinkled. "Tell him, Spock. He's trying to 
keep me down here 30 he'll have someone to talk to," he pro- 
tested. “Qonvince him I've wot a job to do!" 

Spock looked archly from one to the other. "It seems to 
be a most comfortable arrangement for both of you." Sobering, 
he added, "It 13 good to see you looking better, Captain." 

Lifting his chin, Kirk gave Spock qa look of triumph, putting 
his silent thanks to his Vulcan friend without the need for 
words, “What's tne report from the team or: Damion, Mr. Spock?" 
he asked. 

"The colonists have elected to stay there and are showing 
no after-effects from the drug. I've assigned three crew members 
to help them set up their government and they give an excellent 
prognosis for success. The three men - Hartley, Taylor, and 
Wyman - who worked for Kessler, are in the orig and we'll be 
dropping them off at Starbase 3ix where they'll await trial and 
deportation," 

McCoy's voice was thoughtful. “And, there's Lydire Kessler, 
down the hall being put throuch medical examinations, but I don't 
think she'll have to worry about standing trial. From your state- 
ment, Spock, it was clearly self-defense. what worriea me is the 
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psycic damage. she may have to undergo some rehabilitation." 

"TJ am sure the rehabilitation will he minimal," Spock 
replied. "She exhibited signe of being a very courageous young 
woman and it is reasonable to assume that she will be able to 
reconcile her actions and make a new start for herself. And now, 
Captain,” he added, turning to Kirk, "with your permission, I 
shall return to the bridge. In your absence there is much work 
that I must do." 

Kirk looked soberly at his First Officer. "Spock," he began, 
"there's something I wanted to say.e..l, well, I never did get a 
chance to thank you. Spock, I know more happened that I'll never 
know about, but...” 

"Yes," Spock cut him off. Hmbarressed? "Captain," he said, 
"T peally must get back to the vridge." 

Kirk looked long at him. They would speak of what happened 
on that planet no more. He nodded to Spock, who turned and left 
Sickbay. 

McCoy looked after him. “Well, Jim," he said thoughtfully, 
"Itd say Spock certainly is a man who's 'not of that feather'." 

Kirk looked puzzled. "A man who's not what, Bones?" 

"'Not of that Feather'. It's a quote from Shakespeare," he 
explained. "It goes, 'I am not..." he trailed off as an inspira- 
tion hit him. "Look it up in the library tapes. Shat'll keep you 
busy and I'll be able to get some work done.” He grinned. "I've 
got better things to do, too, than playing nursemaid to convales~ 
cent Starship Cavtains.' His eyebrow shot up testily as he left 
the room. 

Kirk sizhed and leaned back in his bed. He grinned openly at 
the doorway, then he pressed the button on his bedside console. 

"Gan I help you, dear?" came the soft, feminine voice of the 
computer. 

"ves," Kirk replied. "Library tapes on the complete works 
of Wililiam Shakespeare." 


THE END 
+ 





THE BETTER WAY by 3everly Volker 


"Infinite Diversion", The Vulcan medal boasts, 

"In Infinite Combinations is a better way than most", 
Logic, not emotions, can keep your course set straight 
Never feel what humans call love or fear or hate} 

Then, tell us of the "Pon Farr", with its logic ripping needs, 
And unemotional mercy shown by quiet Vulcan deeds, 

And the linking of two minds, the understanding gained, 
Just a "logical" experience to a Being, Vulcan trained, 
Unfeeling logic, crystal clearethen tell us how its so, 
That a culture based on peace, as yours, does not love of 
others show, 
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"IN A PIG'S By" 


by B.J. Voelker 


(An unsent letter from the Chief Medical Officer to the First 
Officer of the Enterprise.) 


| STARDATE: 4079.6 
DEAR SPOCK, (How you will cringe at that salutation!) 


The purpose of my writing this to you is that there's 
something I've been wanting to tell you for a long time. I 
couldn't tell you in person - I'd be too embarrassed. And 
if you were an emotional being, you would be too. That's the 
point, I mean the crux, of what I wanted to Say to you. 

I know I've teased you a lot, grumbled about it, but the 
truth of the matter is, Spock, that I really do admire and 
envy your logical, non-emotional approach to life. As a man 
of science, I'd be remiss iif I didn't admit that yours is a 
better way than ours. We humans go charging off helter~skelter, 
guided by our feelings in every crisis we face, while you 
remain cool and unemotional, logically taking all the right 
actions. Take for instance, that time on Vaal's planet. 

I would never have been able to assimilate all the data, 
arrive at such a logical conclusion and take such an unemotion- 
al action as quickly as you did. You saw that the thorns from 
that plant were aimed right at the Captain. You realized that 
if Starfleet had so much invested in you, they must have even ~ 
more invested in him, so logically he must be the more valuable 
one to save. And you reasoned if you just shouted to him he 
may have delayed a second and the thorns would have still hit 
him. So your only logical course of action was to remove him 
pnysically. Completely unemotional action! I admire that! 

And then there was that time on Janus VI when we didn't 
know what kind of creature tre Horta was. All we knew was that 
it was killing our people. But you, always the scientist, had 
pointed out to Jim that if it were the last of it's race, it 
would be a shame to kill it. I remember even the Captain was 
worried that you might take an unneccessary risk to yourself 
to keep it alive. So, I can appreciate the logic and reasoning 
it must have taken for you to completely reverse your thoughts 
when you learned the Captain was trapped alone in the tunnel. 
only “ten feet away” from the creature. Your unemotional, "You 
must kill it, Jim!" only serves as a tribute to your ability 
to corrolate all the facts, and arrive at so swift a decision. 
My unbound compliments to you, Spock! 

Time and again, you have astounded us with your astute 
logic and taught us how efficient unemotionalism can be. A 
Captain tortured by thoughts of a lost love would not be 100% 
effective, so the logical thing for you to do would be to 
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touch his mind and cause him to "Forget". I can understand 
that. And how many times you've volunteered for hazardous 
duty because you've logically pointed out that a First Of- 
ficer is more expendable than a Captain or Chief Medical 
Officer. And of course, we all understood that you were moti- 
vated by pure logic the time you kidnapped Capt. Pike, stole 
the Enterprise and headed for Talos IV without telling Capt. 
Kirk so that he wouldn't be implicated. 

I must admit, I stand in awe of your explanation when you 
lost the shuttlecraft Galileo. You managed to save our lives 
by “logically reasoning that it was time for an emotional out- 
burst". Now, that was a gem! 

And speaking of emotional outbursts, I really belleved you 
were going to have one once. The time you thought you had killed 
the Captain in the duel on Vulcan and then found out you hadn't. 
I had to drug him to get you both out alive. I thought for a 
minute you were going to really let go, but then you very unemo- 
tionally explained it was merely your relief in learning that 
Starfleet had not lost a valuable offieer --- 

In a Pig's Kye! 


Illogically Yours, 


Leonard McCoy 
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by N. Kippay ond B. Velkee 


The sixth planet of the star Capella, commonly called 
Henson's Planet after it's discoverer, was not what Kirk would 
have picked as a place to spend a two-week vacation, but it 
was suitable to human life and classified M. The atmosphere 
was somewhat thinner than Harth's and drier, with a temperature 
akin to that section of Old Russia known as Siberia. It had a 
rocky terrain, jutted with deep crevices and craggy peaks that 
made walking trecherous. 

The snterprise sensors nad shown tthe planet to be uninhab- 
ited, agreeing with previous scouting reports, and the ship at 
this time was locked into orbit above s0 that its science depart~ 
ment could investigate any potential value of this newly discov- 
ered world. 

Kirk was contemplating the bleak horizon stretching before 
him as his First Officer avproached. Spock carried a tray of 
assorted containers filled with bits and peices of the terrain. 

"I am preparing to beam aboard with these soecimens, 
Captain," he greeted his suverior. 

Kirk's eyes twinkled in amusement at 3pock's obvious delight 
in being involved in this scientific investigation. 

"Personal delivery guaranteed, eh Spock?" he teased. 

"As Science Officer it is my job to see to the proper distri- 
bution and catagorizing of any and all samples we may take," Spock 
answered, "ihe rest of the landing party will be gathering more 
Specimens aud readings for another hour, Sir." 

Overlapping their conversation, another voice was speaking, 
if speech it could be called, We Humans might call it telepathic 
thought, but it was more than that. The beings conversing were on 
a mental plane so much higher evolved than ours that their powers 
of communication can only be guessed at. 

* HE Is TH#IR LEADER * 

* HE WILL Ba TH# ONK, THEN + 
* I? I3 NECESSARY 

* WE MUS! BE SUBTLE + 

As Spock de-materialized, Kirk smiled fondly after him, and 
went to check the progress of the other science specialists. It 
took him most of the hour Spock had referred to, and satisfied that 
all was going well, he made his way back to the beam-up point over 
the rocky landscape. He moved carefully, his footing sure, until 
suddenly it seemed there was a depression where none had been 
before, and with a cry of surprise, he felt himself falling into 
the gaping crevice. He remembered no more, and his concious mind 
did not hear the voices. He was oblivious as they probed and 
adjusted his mind. 

% IT IS AS WH THOUGHT * 
* THIS IS TH# Bast WAY x 
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HI3 MIND I35 TOO WEAK TO RasIsat * 
SUCH PETTY BRINGS + 

HE WILL REMBMBER NOTHING + 

THs PROGRAMMING I.3 COMPLETE + 

* HE WILL DO OUR WORK +'OR US + 


Hibibt HE Pitt 


In the science Lab, Spock was interrupted by the intercom. 

"Scott to Mr. Spock, come in!" 

He flicked the switch. “Yes, Mr. Scott, what is it?" Spock 
asked patiently. 

"Weive a bit of a puzzle here, Mr. Spock. The Captain called 
in and said he'd be at the beam-up point and we were to transport 
him aboard on his signal. Well, he didn't show up and now we can't 
raise him on the communicator, either." 

Spock stood thoughtfully for a moment, then asked,"'Have you 
contacted any of the other members of the landing party?" 

"Kyle's doing that now, Sir, but so far it's negative. They 
all say he was by earlier, but they haven't seen him recently." 

McCoy, who'd been heloing in the culture analization, stepped 
up now behind Spock. 

"Maybe something's happened to him, Spock," he said gravely. 

The Bulcan looked at him evenly. ‘That is a possibility, Doc- 
tor. One of many, I might add. We cannot make such an assumption 
on so little data." 

Scotty's voice came through again. "We've got two members of 
the landing party who just beamed up. Would you be wanting to 
question them, Mr. Spock?" he asked. 

"Yes, Mr. Scott. On my way, Spock out.” The First Officer 
turned to iicCoy. "Do you care to join me, Doctor?" 

‘Lead the way, Spock,” was Bones! gruff reply. 

In the transporter room, they obtained very little Information 
from the two young crewmen wno only repeated what Scotty had al- 
ready discovered. They listened to reports from the planet surface 
where the remaining crewmen were conducting an impromptu search, 
but to no avail. 3pock's decision to act came swiftly. 

"Mr. Scott, equip a security team with sensor devices. We 
Shall beam down and conduct a thorough search of the area. Dr. 
MeCoy, you will accompany me. We may have need of your services,’ 

“What do you think happened, Spock?" Bones asked in concern. 

"I do not know, Doctor, and I have no opinion. I am merely 
doing the logical thing,’ Spock said evenly. 

Who are you kidding, Spock? McCoy thought. You're just as 
concerned as I am! 


th # teri iti 


The place looked the same to Spock. He reflected that there 
were many places where 2 man could go unnoticed. He was engrossed 
in organizing the search varty in the most systematic way vossible, 
when a shout from McCoy halted nim in midsentence. Turning, Spock 
Saw the Captain making his way towards them a bit unsteadily. 
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Leaving the guards, he hurried to Kirk's side. McCoy had 
reached the Vaptain first and was running the medi-scanner 
over him. 

"What happened, Captain? we lost communications with you," 
Spock asked with some relief, 

Kirk's voice was easy. “Sorry to alarm you all. I lost my 
footing and took a fail. I must have blacked out for a few 
moments, but I'm all right now," he said. 

"Let me be the juige of that," McCoy growled, the brusqueness 
masking his relief. Softening, he added, "That's a nasty bump 
you've got on your head, Jim." 

"The landing party was unable to locate you. Where was it 
you fell, Captain?” Spock asked. 

Kirk indicated the rise behind him. "Back up on that knoll 
somewhere,” he dismissed the incident. 

"I want to check you but in Sickbay,' MeCoy ordered, and 
Kirk, about to protest, changed his mind and agreed. Better to 
be safe than sorry, he reflected. 

Unknown to him, the volces were in Kirk's head now. 

* COME. OUR WORK BHGINS +# 
* ALL GOBS WELL * 

# HE WILL NOT x#sSIST + 

* THIS IS THK ONLY WAY +# 


#ittt it Pitt 


Spock entered the bridge and nodded to Kirk as he took nis 
place at his station. Kirk acknowledged the greeting wordlessly 
as he went on with the systems check he was conducting. 

"Navigational controls A-OK, sir," Sulu checked off. 

Kirk put a hand up to his temple to obliterate a sudden 
pain. Brushing it aside, he continued. 

"Engineering Section. Report,” he ordered. The pain hit him 
again, forcing him to squeeze his eyes shut. 

Spock looked at him curiously. Stepping down to Jim, he spoke 
softiy, so they would not be overheard. 

‘Captain, are you unwell?" he asked in concern. 

"Headache, ' Kirk explained. “Must be that fall I took." 

Spock looked at him uncertainly. McCoy had pronounced th» 
Captain well after that incident. "Do you wish for me to carry 
out the Systems check?" he asked, aware of the strained look on 
his Captain's face. 

Kirk looked at him gratefully. “Good idea, Spock. I'll go 
down and see if Bones can give me something. “" He stood up and 
left the bridge with obvious relief as Spock slipped into his 
chair. 

Everything went smoothly and no problems came up, until 
Spock received a comminication from the science Lab. 

"Geologist Pritchett here, Sir. We've had an accident. One 
of the shelves of cultures fell over. We lost about half our 
samples." 

It was a regrettable occurance and Spock relayed it to Kirk 
when he resumed command. The Captain was mildly annoyed. The 
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samples would have to be replaced. 

Kirk's next headache came some time later in the briefing 
room, where he was hearing the preliminary data gathered by 
the science teams. A sudden, sharp stab of pain in his temples 
drove ali concious thought from his mind. It tapered off then, 
and he persisted with the meeting doggedly, choosing to ignore 
the vicious throbbing in his head. At the conclusion of the 
meeting, he turned to Spock. 

"Mr. Spock, take the Con. I'll be in my quarters," he told 
him abruptly. 

And, silently, the voices came again. 

% GO 

% THE HANGAR DECK + 

*% DO NOT WASTE TIME x 

# DO NOT BH Seen i 

% GO * 


On the bridge, Spock was preparing his log entry; he looked 
up at Chekov's cry of exclamation. 

"Mr. Spock, there's a depressurization in the hangar deck!" 
the ensign informed him, 

"There's a crew working down there!" Sulu injected in alarm. 

"The hatch is in open sequence," Chekov reported, tension in 
his voice. 

Spock's voice was steady. “Manual override, Mr. Sulu. Cancel 
that Open Sequence and pressurize the Hangar Deck. Lt. Uhura, get 
a medical team down there in case those men need aid," 

"Manual override in effect, sir," Sulu tolu him, breathing 
a sign of relief. 

A narrow escape, Spock thought grimly. He ordered the area 
closed off until they could determine what caused the malfunction. 


PitiPe Hitt Ptitit 


There were several more scattered incidents over the next 
few days. The food processors were not functioning properly, and 
Kirk had to order an engineering team to repair them. The trans-~ 
porter went out, stranding the lab team on the planet surface for 
hours until they corrected it. and through it all, Jim was bother- 
ed by those blinding headaches. that sent him to his quarters or 
to Sickbay for ease. He could feel one coming on again as he sat 
on the bridge discussing these matters with Scotty and Spock. 

"Gentlemen," he was saying, “something or someone is trying 
to sabotage this ship: There have been too many ‘accidents' to 
be called accidents! Spock, does anything we've learned about 
tnis planet wive you any clues?" he asked, rubbing his temples, 

Spock's answer was cautious, his eyes on Kirk probing. "No 
Sir. However, there has been insufficitent....Sir, are you all 
right?" he asked, as Kirk's face contorted, 

The Captain spoke with effort. “I'm going to Sickbay, Spock. 
I think for now we should order all the men up from the planet 
until we can determine what's zoing on." 
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As he retreated, Spock looked after him thoughtfully. He 
had his own ideas as to what was causing the malfunctions, but 
he wasn't quite ready to voice them yet. 


Hitt #baH Hitt 


McCoy looked at Jim in puzzlement. "I don't know, Jim. There's 
absolutely no medical reason for these headaches. I've put you 
through the tests twice now. You're perfectly healthy!" he said 
in exasperation. 

Jim frowned. "Bones, there's got to be something! They don't 
last long, but they're becoming more frequent. I have a job to do, 
I can't be laid up with phantom headaches!" he said. Getting to 
his feet, he paced restlessly. 

Uhura's voice came urgently over the intercom. "“Sickbay , 
alert! Send ea medical team to the Engineering Section at once." 

Kirk strode over and flicked the switch as McCoy dispatched 
his men. "This is the Captain. What's happened, Uhura?" he asked. 

"There was an explosion in the Jeffries Tube, Sir," she 
informed nim. "Two crew members were injured attempting to repair 
the damage." 

Kirk looked at McCoy with a sick expression. "What..is..hap- 
pening to my ship?!" he intoned. . 

The medical team entered with the two injured crewmen, fol- 
lowed by a dirty faced Spock. McCoy took the wounded back to treat 
them, and the First Officer turned to Kirk. 

"The damage has been repaired, Captain. It was fortunate that 
Kyoto and Slayman were nearby. Their prompt action averted a 
serious byrnout," he informed Kirk. 

Voice charged with anger, Kirk said, "What caused it, Spock? 
How did this happen?" It seemed he'd been saying those words too 
damn much lately, he reflected in annoyance. Something beyond his 
ken was taking place and the Captain was determined to find out 
what it was. 

"The circuit was definately tampered with," Spock told him 
evenly. "Someone was there very recently and cut the wires to short 
circuit." 

McCoy joined them. Kirk was still mulling over Spock's latest 
information. 

"Someone here on the sh p, Mr. Spock?" the doctor asked, re~- 
pelled at the thought it might be one of the crew. 

Spock nodded gravely. “Someone with a great deal of knowledge 
about the ship, judging from the variety of malfunctions we've 
encountered." 

Jim turned to McCoy. “How are your patients, Bones?" he asked. 

"They're going to make it," McCoy replied. "They'll be out of 
commission for a while, though." 

Kirk nodded. "We have a lot of questions, but no answers. Bones, 
about these headaches -- " 

Spock cut him off. “Captain,” he said thoughtfully, “has it 
occured to you that these incidents always happen when you are 
incapacitated?" 

Kirk looked at him sharply, the hairs on his neck prickling. 
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“What are you saying, Spock? A connection?" 

"Possible," his First Officer concurred. 

Kirk looked dubious. He could see no corrolation between the 
attempted sabotage and these headaches of his. Perhaps the timing 
was right, looking back he could see that, but to what purpose? 

"Ttts a theory, Mr. Spock," he admitted, “but we need more 
specific information. Let's go try to find some answers." 


A little while later, Jim had to leave the bridge again, the 
throbbing in his temples increasing. Several minutes after Kirk 
had gone, Spock put Scotty in charge and headed for Sickbay, where 
he found McCoy at his desk. 

"Doctor," he began. 

“What can I do for you, Spock?" Bones asked, surprised to see 
the Vulcan here. 

"Ttm here to inquire about Captain Kirk's health," Spock told 
him, choosing his words with care. "I have reason for concern," he 
added. 

The doctor frowned. "If you're referring to those headaches, 
Spock, you know as much as I do. I've given him every test in the 
book and everything checks out normally. 4nd yet," he stood up and 
walked around the desk, "there's got to be a cause!" he exclaimed 
in frustration. 

"Phen, in your opinion, the accident he encountered on the 
planet surface -- " Spock began, but McCoy cut him off. 

" 64 Wouldn't cause all this. No!" lhe doctor shook his head 
emphatically. 

Spock appeared about to say something else, but suddenly they 
both became aware of the complete silence. The ever~present hum 
of the ship had ceased, indicating a shutdown in the Life-support 
systems! 


At that moment, Jim Kirk was lying on his bunk in his quarters. 
The ache had passed and he was planning to return to the bridge. 
But Spock's words earlier were still with him, and the more he 
thought about them, the more it fit in. Could it be possible that 
someone, somehow, was causing not only the malfunctions to the 
ship, but arranging to get him out of the way for a while? Could 
gomeone aboard be an enemy spy? It was possible, he concluded. 

Just then, his intercom beeped. Growing these past few days 
to dread the sound as a harbinger of trouble, he crossed the 
room and acknowledged the voice. 

"Emergency, Captain," Scott informed him. "There's been a 
shut-down of the life-support systems on Deck 7." 

Sickbay! hirk's stomach lurched. “iwacuate the area and re- 
store systems manually," he ordered, knowing even as he spoke that 
these things would have been tried already. The able, competent 
officers who served as the Enterprise bridge crew all knew their 
jobs well. 

Scotty's voice was tight. "Manual override is not functioning 
either. We've evacuated most of the area, but the doors janmed on 
the Sickbay complex, and we've got about 8 crew members trapped 
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down there, according to Mr. Spock. He and Dr. McCoy are trying 
to free the doors but haven't succeeded so far." 

Spock was down there too? By now, Kirk realized, their air 
would be getting thin - if they hadn't succeeded so far, they 
certainly wouldn't now! 

"Get a team down there to phaser through, Mr. Scott -~ I'1l 
meet you there -- Kirk out." Snapping on a life support belt, Kirk 
quickly left his quarters. 

Outside of Sickbay, he hailed scotty, who was directing the 
crew working on the doors. The Chief Engineer shook his head. 

"We've little hope of reaching them in time, Captain. Mr. 
Chekov's on the bridge trying to repair the manual system, but 
I'm not promising anything." 

Kirk stood by, watching the slow procedure helplessly. His 
friends were trapped in there and there was nothing he could do! 

"How long do they have, Scotty?" he asked anxiously. 

"Only about another 2 minutes, Sir." 

FPretting with the inactivity, Kirk was startled by the sudden 
resuming hum as life-support returned to normal! Chekov had come 
through! Feeling his muscles relax, Kirk waited patiently until 
they freed the doors, then he strode in eagerly. 

"That sure was a close one, " McCoy greeted him. 

Kirk grimaced and nodded. "Too close! Another of our mysterious 
malfunctions." He turned to Spock. "I've been thinking about what 
you said earlier, Spock. About the connection. It's happened again, 
hasn't it?" 

"Yes, Captain, it has," Spock answered slowly. 

"It seems whoever is causing this trouble wants me out of the 
way! What I can't figure out is whyt?" Kirk mused aloud. 

Spock was uncomfortably silent. Kirk looked at him sharply, a 
question in his eyes. Finally seeming to make up his mind, Spock 
said, "Not exactly, Captain. You've taken the right hypothesis am 
drawn an inaccurrate conclusion. It's note..." he hesitated and 
Kirk stared at him in astonishment, a glimmer of what Spock was 
getting at beginning to penetrate. 

"Get to the point, Spock! Say it!" he said fiercely. 

Sposk's tone was soft. "It's not someone elsg, Jim." 

"You think I'm sabotaging the ship?!" Kirk exclaimed, horror 
in his voice. “You think I'm causing these malfunctions!?" 

"Now, wait a minute, Spock --" McCoy injected. 

Spock silenced them both with an upraised hand. "Not concious- 
ly, Captain. I do not believe you are even aware of it. Yet in each 
instance you have had the opportunity, the knowledge and the skill 
to carry out the mishap. My theory is that you are unconclously 
carrying out some form of programing." 

"You're saying something or someone has taken over my mind?" 
Kirk asked, repulsion setting in at the very thought, making his 
voice sharper than he intended. "Ridiculous! I'd know if I were 
doing these things:" 

"Not necessarily, Jim," McCoy said thoughtfully. “The mind's 
a tricky thing. Those headaches could be an indication that sone- 
things going on like Spock says." 
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"And, Captain,” Spock broke in, “there was that time down 
on the planet that you were unaccounted for." 

"I fell! I told you, £ slipped and blacked outs" Kirk pro- 
tested. Seeing their impenetrable faces, he added, "I remember 
it! Nothing happened$" He could see their disbelief, their doubt. 
He felt betrayed and yet he knew that was wrong. Shey all had 
the good of the ship at heart. ®pock and McCoy may be misguided, 
but he couldn't doubt their Loyalty. Am idea occured to him, and 
he groped for the right words. 

"All right, you suspect that something happened in that time 
I was unconcious down on the planet. Can we ~ prove it - can we - 
reconstruct it?" He looked steadily at Spock. "Can you go back in 
my mind, use your Vulcan powsre to relive that time?" 

Returning Kirk's stare, Spock said simply, "It is possible." 
It would be, he knew, quite an ordeal. On previous occasions he 
had found Kirk's dynamic brain to be quite oppressive. The mind 
meld was a deeply personal experience, but this he would do for 
his Captain, and for the safety of the ship, willingly. 

Kirk nodded his compiiance, and seated himself on the empty 
lab table, legs dangling freely, forcing himaelf to relax. As 
Spock's fingers reached out for his temples, Jim met his eyes 
steadily, staring into those deep, dark, expressionless orba, will- 
ing his mind to vo blank. “he first time Jim had experienced this 
mental probe of Spock's, he'd been slightly repelled, uncomfortable 
under such a direct penetration of his inner being. Yet, as he grew 
to know and respect the Vulcan ways, learned to trust and under- 
stand this Vulcan in particular, he no longer felt any sense of 
violation. It seemed right. It seemed natural. 

spock's voice was controlled and rythmic, as he intoned the 
words to bring their minds together. “Our minds are reaching oute. 
»-Our thoughts are one..c. We AYE ONGeoca’ 

McCoy stood by helplessly and watched the drama being played 
out before him. {fn a few moments they would know the truth and 
Bones hoped to vod that Spock Was wronge 

Tne Vulcan was speaking again, his face contorted with the 
effort. He had reached the memory he sought. The words were partly 
Kirk's, coming from Spock's mouth. "..'verything well...must beam 
up...Surprise!...Falling...ground seemed to open upi..” A sense of 
bewilderment. "...Who?...What?..." Spock broke off, fighting for 
control. 

"What is it, Spock?" McCoy asked in alarm. 

"I am not certain. There is a block. His mind is strong." 
Concentrating again, he continued. ‘this time the voice was dif~ 
ferent, deeper and slower, "...Your mind is too weak to resist us 
eee YOU will leave tnis place and remember nothing..eedestroy the 
ship.eedestroy all the trespassers..." Kirk’s words broke in again. 
"eel cannot..emy shipecewhat are you?occQet OUto.slOAvVG MOoece 
Deep again, slow. "...We are greater than you...we do not destroys. 
»eyou will destroy...ship...enot we... Kirk again. “...NOJ I won't.. 
ee OOHHH!" Spock writhed as though in pain, his head snapping back. 
3trange noises rose from his throat, an agony of inner mind. 
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McCoy stepped up and pried his fingers from Kirk, disolved 
the link quickly, and supported Spock until he came out of the 
trance-like state. 4s the Vulean straightened his back and drew 
a deep, tremulous breath, Jim Kirk opened his eyes and shifted 
his body. A look of horror crossed his face. Spock went over and 
stood beside him. 

"It's true, then!" Kirk exclaimed, remembering now those things 
Spock had brought out of his subconcious mind, 

"Yes, Captain. Your mind is being controlled by extremely 
powerful beings. You are being forced by them to destroy the ship." 

As Kirk sat motionless, McCoy reqiired an explanation. “Why, 
Spock? For what reason?" 

"Mey consider us trespassers; enemies who have come to plunder 
their world. they assume we are too weak to resist them." 

Kirk looked at him thoughtfully, forcing away the feeling of 
sickening dread and surpressing his emotions to better find a solu- 
tion. "So far they've been right, Spock. I've done their bidding 
admirably." 

"You must resist them, Captain. Try to communicate with them." 

"T can't do it alone, Spock.” He looked pointedly at the 
Vulean. "Will you help me?" 

"Now, wait a minute, Jim!" McCoy interrupted. "What you're 
asking may be dangerous for Spock, not to mention what you could 
do to yourself. These beings obviously have capabilities we have- 
n't dreamed of!" 

"Do you have another solution, Bones?" The doctor's silence 
was answer enough. He knew it was difficult for Bones to sit by 
doing nothing. 

Spock adressed McCoy. "There seems to be no other logical 
alternative.” Turning to shirk, his voice was grave. "I can only 
strengthen your own mind, Captain,” he warned. "It will not be 
easy to challenge them." 

Kirk's voice was strong. "I won't destroy my ship!. They can~ 
not force me to do thatj{ not now that I know of them!" 

It was agreed upon to wait until Kirk's next headache, the 
signal by which the aliens obviously contacted him, to attempt 
again the mind link with re-inforced resistance. Spock instructed 
Kirk on how to use his mind to establish communications with the 
aliens. 

Time dragged by slowly. Bach of them carried out their re- 
spective duties, the routine tasks covering the tension. Jim went 
off duty; out of habit he got a tray of food from the galley, then 
gat and stared without touching it. A sudden stabbing pain brought 
him to his feet. Fighting against the pounding in his head, he 
reached the intercom, bugzed for Spock in the Science Lab. 

"Tt's beginning," he said tersely. “I'm in the Officer's 
Galley." 

"Stay there, Captain. Try to fight it - I'm on my way." 

Kirk sat down, rubbing his temples gimgerly. He tried to 
practice Spock's technique. Over and over he willed his mind to 
repeat, "I will not do what you want..eI will not destroy my 
ship..el will not..." He could sense the pressure this time, he 
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could feel himself slipping into blackness, He struggled against 
it, fighting for conciousness. Dimly then, he was aware of Spock's 
presence at last, cool hands touching the hotness of his pain 
filled head. Tearing his mind from the struggle, he concentrated 
on acheiving the mental link. He was aware of a new strength; he 
could feel Spock's mind enter his. Renewed and reinforced, he 
turned back to the pressure that pounded his brain. Through the 
powers of Spock's mind, he / they could perceive the third presence, 
insistant, strong, trying to sublimate Kirk's conciousness. Fo~ 
cussing on it, he / they could hear the thoughts. It was nothing 
new to Spock, but it was a revelation to Kirk. 

% WE MEET WITH MUCH RHSISTANCH + 

% DO NOT UNDERSTAND * 

* THIS IS UNEXPECTED = 

* VaRY SURONG THIS TIMs * 

# BACK OFF -= RECONSIDISR + 

And then, quite suddenly, the presence was gone, the pain 
eliminated and as Snock disolved the link, Kirk looked at him in 
amazement. Poth men were breathing hard, composing themselves with 
owvious effort. there was a tremor in Jim's voice, 

"We did it! They're gone!" 

"Yes, For now." Spock's voice was steady. "They were startled 
at the resistance they met. They will undoubtedly attempt it 
again. 

Together they moved to sSickbay; McCoy was expecting them. 

"I believe, ' spock said, "we should remain here until the 
next contact is established. we do :iot know how severe their next 
attempt shall be, Captain." 

The doctor was running a check on Kirk's body functions. 

"Your blood pressure's up, dim, and your brain waves are show~ 
ing signs of abnormality. foo much more of this increased pressure's 
going to kill you!" he admonished. "I want to be ready with a 
tranquiliger if it becomes necessary.’ 

"Nol" Kirk said sharply. "I've got to be able to communicate 
with them -- find out what they want.’ He silenced Bones! protest 
with a command. "That's an order, Uoctor. Only as a positively 
last resort if it seems to endanger the ship.’ If they win, Kirk 
thought drily. 

There was only a few minutes ror speculation before a sharp 
stab of pain, feircer than any other, brought a cry from Kirk's 
lips. Spock moved swiftly, reaching in to Jim's mind; the pain 
became his pain, the thoughts his thoughts. The link was estab- 
lished. the two men moved apart and Kirk felt the strength and 
skill from Spock's extraordinary powers supporting him as he 
addressed the aliens, verbally, for that was easiest for him. 

Hw spoke hoarsely, the pain and pressure stronger than ever. 

"TJ will not do as you wish! Leave me! ual 

McCoy tensed as Kirk's nand grabbed at a small surgical 
knife on the desk, a sharp specimen curate. 

%* DESTROY THH CAUSBK OF RaolISTANCn + 
* Ga RID OF THE OTHER PRHSENCH * 

Kirk heard them, willed his mind and body not to obey. "No, 

I cannot..." He moved closer to spock, who was standinz trance- 
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like against the wall. Kirk's hand jerked up, bringing the knife 
blade to Spock's throat. 

Spock counter~acted. His piercing eyes riveted on Kirk. His 
mind willed Kirk: to stop. Through telepathic contact, the Vulcan 
was able to guide the Captain's mind to resist the intense pres- 
sure being wrought by the aliens. 

With a great effort, Kirk lowered his arm. The knife clattered 
noisely to the floor. ; : 

McCoy prepared a hypo as he saw both Kirk and Spock's. heads 
snap back under the pressure. "Stop it!" he shouted, though he 
didn't know what he was shouting at. "Stop it! You'll kill them!" 

Kirk heerd the commands again. 

% DO AS YOU ARE TOLD * 

* GO TO THE COMPUTER SECTION * 
3% WALK: DOWN THE HALL « 

% DO NOT ReSIST * 

% WE CAN DESTROY YOU * 

As his feet began to obey, his mind refused. "T will not go 
to the computer! I will not sabotage my ship!" The pressure 
intensified for iust a moment and as he continued the resistance, 
quite abruptly they were pone again. Completely spent, Kirk 
sagged to his knees. Spock staggered to McCoy, who was running 
the medi-scanner over the Captain. Jim looked up in concern. 

"are you all right, Spock?" Spock nodded, and Kirk continued 
as McCoy adjusted the instrument for Spock's physical computations. 
“They were confused, weren't they?" 

"* detected a sense of bewilderment," Spock agreed. 

“Neither one of you can take any more of this!" McCoy protested. 
“Tf it hadn't stopped when it did, you would've burned out some 
brain celis." bere 

spock turned to McCoy. “Doctor, your medical terminology --" 

''snock! What's going on?" McCoy interrupted, when he realized 
that Kirk seemed to suddenly go into a trance. His face was 
chalky-white, his eyes were glazed and unfocused. "Simi" Bones . 
exclaimed, shaking the Captain. 

Kirk felt them enter his mind, although this time there was 
no pain and just a slight pressure. He was aware of Spock .and 
McCoy and what was going on around him, too, although he was 
powerless to signal to them. He knew when Spock reached for him, | 
and could feel the telepathic Vulcan's thoughts touching his. 

"They are probing his mind,” 3pock explained to McCoy, the 
words torn from his throat with effort. He was unable to say 
any more, so intent was he on acheiving the linke. 

# YOU ARE AN ENIGMA * 
*% WHY 9O YOU R&SIST US * 
s% YOU ARS NOT WHAT WH BXPHECLHED * ae 

Kirk / Spock replied, mentally now, Kirk understanding at | 
last how it was done. "We are men of peace. We mean you no harm. 

#% YOU ARH INTRUDERS * S fast 
% YUU COME TO PLUNDER OUR LAND * 

"We believed this place to be uninhabited. We were not aware 

of you." 
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# YOU ARK INFERIOR # 
% INFERIOR MINDS ARE BHASTIAL PEOPLES # 
* PRIMITIVE PHOPLES # 

"Yet we resist you. We have not harmed. You have done the 
harm - the hurting. Not we.“ 

% WE MUST PROTECT OUR LAND * 

"You know from our thoughts of the Federation of Planets 
that we represent. There are many life-forms among us. Yet we 
work together. Is that primitive?" 

* IT IS NOT « 

% YOUR MINDS ARE WEAKi#R THAN OURS * 

%* YET YOU SHOW GREAT WILL AND STRENGTH # 
# THIS I3 ENCOURAGING ¥ 

“We have come only to study your planet. Later perhaps, if 
you allow it, we could send representatives to discuss with you 
our common goals and interests. We have those speclaily trained 
in sucn areas. They could communicate with you as we are doing 
NOW e 
IT IS GOOD #* 

WE WILL ALLOW IT * 

STUDY AS YOU WANT « 

YOU WILL NOT BH HARMAD + 
WH WILL LeAVH YOU NOW * 

With that, they departed, leaving Kirk / Spock entwined alone. 
Then Spock destroyed the link, giving a shudder at being free of 
the emotions and force of Kirk's mind. 

"Fascinating!" Spock said in wonder. "They are really quite 
pacifistic, Captain," 

McCoy, feeling reassured that they were indeed all right, was 
somewhat at a loss. “What happened? Are they gone?" he asked, 

"Yes, cones," Kirk said strongly. “When they discovered we 
meant them no harm, they were quite reasonable. They've agreed 
to a contact with the Federation. Perhaps a Vulcan or a Medussan 
Ambassador can be sent here." 

“What kind of life =- form are they?" McCoy asked curiously. 

Spock replied. “Obviously unlike anything we know of, Doctor. 
The wonder is that we can communicate at all." 

“Well, I've often thought that about the Vulcans, Mr. Spock," 
McCoy teased, amiling at the First Officer. 

Kirk grinned at his two friends. He stood up weakly, McCoy's 
arm supporting him. "I'm okay, Bones," he protested. He looked so- 
berly at Spock. "That was quite an experience, my Vulcan friend. 
Thank you." It had been a unique, eye-opening event for Kirk, and 
more than ever he valued and appreciated the Vulgan way. 

Spock nodded, acknowledging his Captain's thanks. “It is for- 
tunate they uid not choose to inhabit the Doctor's mind. +hey 
may have recieved a different opinion of humans," 

Bones was about to retort, but Jim silenced him. “Okay, you 
twol We have work to do. Let's get to it!" 

McCoy smiled as the two friends headed for the bridge. 
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THE END 
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BELOW YOU WILL FIND A SIMPLE STORY EXTRACT, CONC SIVED IN THE 
FIBNDISH MINDS OF THE #DITORS.WITH NO FORETHOUGHT. WE CHALLENGE 
YOU 10 SHARPEN YOUR WITS AND YOUR PENCILS: BUILD A STORY AROUND 
THIS INTRIGUING SCHNE AND SeND US THE RESULT. NEXT ISSUE WE 
WILL PUBLISH THe BEST WE RECEIVE. 


CONT#3T RULES: 


1. BE AS BRIEF AS POSSIBLE (NO MOnE THAN 5 PAGES, SINGLE 
SPACED) AND TIE IN ALL THE DETAILS IN THE SCENE. 


2. THE SCENE ITSELF MUST BE PART OF YOUR STORY - BEGINNING, 
MIDDLE OR END I38 UP TO YOU. 


3. WINNERS WILL BE CHOSEN ON TH# BASIS OF ORIGINALITY, 
CLARITY, AND ADHER@NCK TO THe THREM# OF THIS FANZINE. 


4. DBADLINE DATE FOR SUBMISSIONS IS FEB. 15, 1976. 
GOOD LUCK$ 


te te + * rd % 


Kirk backed out into the corridor. He knew he was trembling; 
he willed his legs to steady him. A gentle hand touched him on 
‘the shoulder and a familiar voice spoke the word, “Captain". Kirk 
turned to meet the piercing eyes of his First Officer. Pleadingly, 
he beseeched, "You saw, spock?" 

Spock nodded. "Yes. It is time." 

Kirk fought off a rising panic. His hands felt as cold and 
clammy as the walls around him. He forced himself not to think, 
to concentrate on his breathing. 

Spock lowered his eyes. For an instant he gripped the Captain's 
shoulder tightly, then he removed his hand. His voice was steady, 
quiet as he spoke. 

"Jim - I'm sorry. I didn't..." He could not go on. 
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EBEUWULOGY 


He wept. In the solitude of his quarters with no one to 
hear, James Kirk gave in to the consumate grief in his heart 
and let the tears flow freely for the first time since it 
happened. 

First had come the shock, the disbelief; that merciful 
numbness of grief. It can't be so! There's some mistake! And 
even when it was proven beyond a doubt to be so, the mental 
denial, the feeling that this was but a bad dream and he needed 
only to wake up. 

But now, the realization hed set in fully, bringing with 
it the tremendous, aching sense of loss, the incredible lonli- 
ness and pain. 

James Kirk was his own man; in every sense of the word a 
leader among men, commander of the finest Starship in the gal- 
axy, and yet this time the Fates had dealt him a blow from which 
he didn't think he'd ever fully recover. And this time there 
was no loving hand nearby to touch his head and whisper, "Forget". 
James Kirk must go on alone. 

The senselessness of it all brought a fresh wave of anguish. 
If there had been a reason, a higher glory, a purpose to it all, 
maybe that would have softened the blow, given him something to 
cling to. But to have it happen in this manner, a freak accident 
on a routine mission, was the ultimate in irony. 

Kirk's mind went backward to the myriad dangers they'd en- 
countered. The time the Vulcan had entered his pon farr and they 
had rushed him to his homeland to prevent his destruction. The 
time the female Imorg had taken the very brain from his body to 
do her planet's controlling. The time the shuttlecraft Ualileo 
was believed lost with her entire crew, and again when the para- 
sitic creatures of Deneva had entwined themselves around Spock's 


by NANOY KIPPAX 


nervous system and there seemed no solution. Yet all these incidents 


had a tomorrow, and now there would be no more tomorrows for his 
Vulcan First Officer. 

It had been a routine exploration. Spock had taken the 
shuttlecraft Copernicus out to gather atmospheric data rrom closer 
view. A sudden ion storm had entered the area and despite all 
their efforts to affect a rescue, the small defenseless craft was 
obliterated swiftly, it's matter dispersing into debris particles. 
There wasn't even a body to be borne home, Kirk thought, with a 
wrench of his heart. 

Spock was dead. And now he, James Kirk, had to somehow pick 
up the pieces of his life and go on from here. & life that would 
never again be the same, he knew. For in all the vastness of 
Space these two men, so different and yet so completely compliment- 
ing one another, had been drawn together as though Fate intended 
it. There had been between them a certain quality so rare and 
treasured in this life that some never found it. 

The Captain of the #nterprise stood and paced his room pon- 
derously. In a few minutes he must go to the auditorium and face 
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the assembled crew. It was his duty, his obligation, to deliver 
the eulogy, to conduct the memorial service for Commander Spock. 
He had no words prepared, hs could only speak as his heart dic- 
tated. It was an ordeal he wished he could dispense with, but it 
was necessary and he would dc it because he must. Just as Spock 
himself once had to search for the words to declare his Captain 
legally dead when he thought Jim lost in the Tholian sector. 

Kirk's door opened and McUoy stood there, clad in his dress 
uniform. There were certain military standards which seemed fool- 
ish right now. It was proper, it was showing respect, true enough, 
yet somehow so pathetically insufficient. 

"Ready, Jim?" the Doctor greeted him softly, carefully measur- 
ing the effects of this tragedy on his friend. McCoy himself could 
not speak of it yet, of the frustration and helplessness he'd 
felt. As a doctor, death was his sworn enemy, he rebelled against 
it more forcefully than the average man. Yet, much as his own 
grief hurt, he knew his duty lie in helping the Captain to channel 
his. 

Jim looked at him, his eyes beseeching McCoy, the naked hurt 
Showing through. In just a minute he would be the Captain to his 
crew. He would put up his chin and do what was expected, but right 
now he was just plain Jim Kirk, a man who had lost his dearest 
friend. 

"What's the answer, Hones? where's the justice?" he asked, his 
frustration suddenly turning into rage. He wanted to smash some- 
thing, beat someone, take out his uselessness in physical brutality, 
‘as if by doing so he could change things, turn back the clock, 
bring Spock back to life. Just as Spock had acted physically in so 
many instances to prevent Kirk's death. He'd been there when the 
poisoned plant had shot off it's darts, taking them himself rather 
than risk injury to his Captain. He had lessened the odds when 
Kirk fought the Yangs on Omega, and again leaped to his defense 
when the strange man-child Charlie #Hvans had attempted to harm 
Kirk. But now, 3pock was gone, and no action on Jim's part could 
bring him back. 

McCoy moved in close and put a hand on Jim's shoulder, fingers 
gripping tightly. "I have no ansyer - no one does. You must seek 
out the answer within yourself. We all must," he added, his thoughts 
a kaleidioscope cf memories. He and spock in the wilderness wastes 
of seta Lyrae's ice age, his frozen feet about to drop off; spock 
urging him on. He and Spock in the arena of the Rnoman-like planet, 
his opponent settling in for tne Kill before Spock moved swiftly 
and rendered the man helpless. Spock's sympathy and concern when 
the Vians of Minara had tortured him so badly they almost succeeded 
in killing him. A plethora of pain consumed the doctor and he for- 
got for a moment he was supposed to be reassuring the Captain. 

Kirk got up and moved abruptly. “S'tmon, Bones, the crew is 
waiting,” he said evenly. He straightened out his face, composed 
his thoughts and left his quarters. 

James Kirk walked slowly into the auditorium, eyes straight 
ahead, hands steady. Reaching the dias at the front, he looked 
out at the sea of upturned faces. ‘hose silent, comforting faces 
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of his co-workers, turning expectantly now to him to say the 
words for them, to put voice to what they were all feeling. 
Death and danger were no strangers to these brave men and wo- 
men gathered here, but familiarity does not soften the hurt, 
especially in a situation like this, where death had come so 
unexpectedly and brutally. 

Kirk stood with his hands resting on the platform, willing 
his muscles to relax. He spoke quietly and clearly, his voice 
carrying nonetheless to the back of the room in the silence. 

"We are here now to pay homage to the memory of Commander 
Spock," he began. “We all know what happened, perhaps we don't 
know why it happened. Doctor McCoy says we have to find the 
answer within ourselves and | expect that about sums it up." He 
paused, flashing a look at Bones, sitting so still in the first 
row. "Mr. Spock zave his life in the performance of his duties; 
he died the way he lived, with honor and courage. Yet though 
he died, he left a legacy to all of us who knew him. A striving 
for perfection, a deep sense of admiration for the orderly and 
logical way - " His throat tightened on that last. How long, he 
wondered, before I can hear the word 'logical' without choking? 
He continued. "These are but a few of the things Spock has 
bequeathed to us fortunate enough to know him and his unique 
Vulean philosophy." A very tiny smile appeared around the corners 
of Jim's mouth. "He would not wish us to grieve; it is exchusively 
a human trait. No, Spock would expect us to go on with out duties, 
taking what comfort we could from the memories we carry of him." 

He looked at the faces, tearful, courageous, all members of 
‘the same family. “spock was my First Officer, my friend. He can- 
not be replaced, but we must go on, living out our lives as was 
intenied. And feelins that much richer for having known that 
Vulcan named spock. 

"There will be a minute of silence now. All rise." 

As the four nundred got to their feet, Kirk bowed his head. 
He would go on, he knew now. A part of nim had died with Spock, 
and he would never be the same, but his duties compelled him 
onward, just as 3pock would have yone on without him. 

With heavy heart, James Kirk left the room. 


co + * % * 


AUTHOR'S NOTE: Don't panic! '‘'#ulogy' was written as an experiment 
in the genre known to all fans as the "What if.." story. We 
all saw, tn The Tholian Web, Spock's reaction to Kirk's death, 
and I vegan wondering about the reverse. Hence, 'Hulogy'. 
However, this by no means indicates that the author wishes 
Spock dead any more than the Creators wished Kirk dead in 
the Tholian Web! I have no desire to abort the relationship! 
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a % THE GOOD SHIP ENTERPRISE # 








( to the tune of: The Good Ship Loblipop ) AY 


On the Good Ship Enterprise 
It's a quick trip through starry skies 
Where asteroids play - tag with comets in the old Milky Way 







There are outposts every place 
Talk about most crowded space 
And those colonies - every week we have to save one of these 






Captain Kirk is there - he is debonaire 
With his cool First Officer, Spock 
Scotty and McCoy - Oh Boy! 

Sulu groks while Uhura rocks! 








On the Good Ship nterprise 
You will sure flip over Star Fleet's prize 
When you Energize - On the Good Ship Enterprise! 


Pa dS a 
% OUR JUY GENE « 


eee 








( to the tune of: Our Gal Sal ) 







A peculiar man on the scene 
With an idea worth telling, 
A show so compelling 

Is our Old Gene. 


They called him frivolous wene 










His troubles, sorrows and care, 
All the fans are willing to share. 

Star Trek is his pet quirk, a 
The bane of the network 
Is Our Guy Gene. 







STAR TREK CROSSWORD 
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ACROSS 
1-"Return to it" because "it is yesterday". 
5-It waited years for a question. 
7-The Bad Guys in the "Omega Glory". 
9-The Good Guys in the "Omega Glory". 
ll-He was the "Wolf in the Fold" 
-13-The episode where Spock felt the Enterprise was 
cast in the role of Satan. 
15-The only death penalty left is visiting here. 
18-The other Gene. 
19-"The" Show. 
22-Ted Cassidy played this Android, 
24-Here began "The Deadly Years", 
26-Squire of Gothos, 
29~The first Pilot, "The ae 
30-Head Thrall on Triskelion, 
32-One of the Black/White Men, 
33-Paradise or Immunity. 
36-The "Drive" of the Enterprise, 
38-Where Kirk fought the Gorn, 
39-They're nice to have if you're being attacked, 
41-Color of Science uniforms, 
42-Pike's girlfriend, 
44-Spock uses this to analyze what's approaching. 
46-Majel Barrett in Megagerie, ‘Number LA 
47-The last scene in a story. 
48-Where Dr. Devrin wanted to go, 
50-Kirk's record, 
S1l-He came aboard with Eva, Magda, & Ruth. 
53-"The Savage ", a story about Lincoln, 
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2-She wanted to die to save her people. 43-McCoy was going to love her 
3-He demanded a piece of the action, "till he died, 

4-The landing party found a flag here. 44-What a phaser can do. 

5-The Shuttlecraft, 45-He was not "of the body", 
6-Miss Lincoln in "Assignment Earth". 49-The Enterprise’ call letters, 
8-Starfleet Academy (inits.). 52-Miss Fontana. 


10-That pointy eared Vulcan, 

12-The Skotians believe he was a Hitler, 

14-Lt, Leslie. He's Bill Shatner's stand-in. 

1l6-Mr. Scott enjoys this drink " Brandy", 

17-A little furry animal. 

20-A type of fever, 

_21-The kind of mission Kirk & Spock were on in 
"The Enterprise Incident", 

23-The color of Spock's blood, 

258A big furry animal who's bite is deadly. 

27-Red or yellow. 

28-A Starship. 

29=-The Enterprise carries 430, 

31-The interesting thing about his costumes, is 
their appearance of falling off. 

33-The episode where the Enterprise found an old 
ship with a crew in suspended animation, 

34-Where Jim's brother was killed, 

35=" of Gothos", 

37-The God in "Who Mourns for Adonias", 

40-The studio where S.T. was made. 
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STAR TR&K WORD FIND 
By: Kevin O'Brien 
In this puzzle are 32 words related to Star Trek. Look 


for them forwards, backwards, up and down and diagonally. When 
you find a word, just put a circle around it. 
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THE TRUTH BY BRBVERLY VOLKER 


The bullets will not kill you, they are spectres and not real, 
Let me reach your mind, Jim, and show you what I feel 

Face them squarely, do not fear, for what I say is so 

They are just illusions, Jim, my mind will help you know, 
Believe! 


You are Captain James T. Kirk, A starship you command, 

This paradise you’ve found here, Jim, is not your native land, 
You're not Kirok! you're not a God, my mind will help you see 
Your home is in the stars above, now listen, Jim, to me, 
Remember?! 


The agony you feel now, the pain that you must know. 

She died because she couldn't bear, to let either of you go. 
But I can ease your suffering, Jim, and touch you with my mind. 
So while you sleep I'll help you leave, these memories behind, 
Forget! 


I couldn't ever say it, Jim, I couldn't let it show 

For I am bound by logic, it's a thing which you must know, 
I do not show emotions, Jim, I can't afford to care 

For I am Vulcan you can see, we have no feelings there, 
Love! 
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Ne Profundis 


BY C.R. FADDIS 


EDITORS ' PREFACE 

@ were just about to complete this zine,whern we recieved 
the following storyeAs we read it with a mixture of "pain and 
delight", we wondered what to do with it. We had planned to use 
4t in our next issue as we felt it might be a bit much in the 


same copy as "EULOGY" and we didn't want to present CONTACT as 
morbid. And yet, we found it to be such a poignam and powerful 
vignette, so typical of our theme, that we felt compelled to 
share it with our readers. Yhus we made our descision to include 
it at this time. Mamy thanks té@ Conaie and to Carol Frisbie for 
thinking of us. 





The merciless technology of subspace radio caught and 
reproduced the minutest detail: the throat-torn, mindless screams; 
the shuddering breaths sucked in between each scream; the gradual 
decanting of screams into blood-clogged gurgles.The radio could have 
beer turned off, yet mo one made a move to do so; it was impossible 
to listen, but impossible not to. Then, finally the wheezing 
tapered off and stopped. 


Spock deliberately relaxed his cramped hold on the seat- 
sides of his chair and glanced at the chronometer. It had taken 
McCoy a full forty minutes to die. Spock raised his eyes to scar 
Kirk, but the Captain sat quietly in the command chair, his eyes 
still tightly closed,his face drawn, but giving no other visible 
sign of the horror he unknowingly was projecting. 


The radio crackled to life. "You will now surrender the 
renegade Kerl or your Lieutenant Garrovick will be put to death 
as well. 


Uhura swallowed her sobs, straightening, and pulled herself 
together enough to transmit the Captain's reply, but the silence 
stretched out. Kirk gave no sign of having an answer. 


"Raterprise", the Romulan voice insisted, "your officer is 
impatiently awaiting your reply." 


Silence ruled. Then, slowly, the Captain doubled over in his 
seat as though all the life had gone out of him, and he covered his 
face with his hands. "No," he rasped, barely audible. "We can't." 

"Kirk," the radio demanded, "give us your answer." 


Spock shot out of his chair and punched the transmit button 
at Uhura'ts console. "This is Commander Spock of the Enterprise. 
Your demand for Kerl cannot be met. Kerl's request for asylum is 
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fully legal, and we are under obligation to honor it. However, 
your kidmapping and murder of our officers may well be construed 
by Federation authorities as an act of war. I strongly advise 
you to return Lieutenant Garrovick to Federation territory 
unharmed," 

An agonized shriek in Garrovick's ummistakeable baritone 
erupted from the radio iw umcompromising answer, This time, Spock 
cut the reception, but the cries continued in the minds of the 
bridge crew regardless. For long minutes, no one moved, and only 
muffled weeping shocked the utter quiet. 


Spock stepped down into the well of the bridge, but hesitated. 
"Captain 7?" 


Kirk did what was expected of him. He sat back in the commard 
chair and cleared his face of pain, giving the order to returr to 
the outpost in a dead voice. The bridge crew stirred back to life, 
laying in the course, engaging Warp Drive, contacting the outpost. 
There were routine things to do to absorb the mind. The Enterprise 
turned from the Neutral Zone in a graceful arc and fled the frown 
of fortune. 


Kirk stared through the viewscreen, but his eyes were blank 
and dry. He'd sought and tried every alternative, but the single 
one that would have worked was the single alternative he did not 
have: Kerl was worth more than the lives of two officers; Starfleet 
would readilyhave traded an entire starship, crew and machine for 
the Romular genius who'd perfected the cloaking device. No, Bones 
and David had not died witout reason. But they had died. 


After a million kilometers, Kirk pushed himself to his feet, 
but his knees betrayed him and the bridge spur away sickeningly. 
Spock, who had stood by in supportive silence the whole while, 
lent real but unobtrusive support row. 


"Mr. Scott," the Vulcar called, "Please take the con," 


Not until the turbolift doors were safely shut behind them 
did Spock allow Kirk to slump iarto his arms. He did not take the 
Captain to Sickbay; he knew instuctively, that it would have been 
the worst choice now. He carried him, instead, to his own quarters. 
The Romulan, Kerl, passed by im the corridor and turned with the 
others there to watch the Vulcan and the Human disapear around 
the bend. Voices buzzed, speculating worriledly, but there were no 
answers, and Kerl went back to his cabin to meditate, 


In Spock's quarters, the Vulcam eased Kirk into the chair by 
his desk and kmelt beside him, not sure what to do naxt. Kirk 
sat limply, as apathetically as he'd lain in Spock's arms, but 
the anquish he'd broadcasted earlier had dulled not a bit. Spock 
winced as ha touched Kirk again, umable to block such intence 
emotions completely, but he determined to blurt Kirk's pain with 
any method he could employ. He positioned his hands om Kirk's 
dowm-turned face in the precise placement necessary for editing 
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memories. Jim was listening to those screams, Over and over, 

and the stab of his horror slashed into Spock's guts with real phy 
physical pain, The Vulcan hesitated, recovering himself, and in 
that brief moment he was flrmly and angrily pushed away, refused, 
denied. He dropped his hands and pulled back, 


"Jim--" he began, and found ro words, 
Kirk did not, would not, look at him, 


So. The Human was determined to suffer, to punish himself, 
Spock settled back on his knees to cemsider. Kirk would not accept 
Vulcan comfort,; Spock barely knew how to give any other. The 
Doctor's shrieks ran fresh through his own mind as well, and he 
wondered fleetingly if he indeed had any comfort to give at all. 
His own sense of loss was catching up to him, The initial acid 
bamter had long since transmuted into an affectionate repartee, 

He knew and admitted it, amd im doing so, admitted to the grief 
now. But there had been nothing he could do for that friend; 
there was, perhaps, a little yet that he could do for Jim, 


With exquisite gemtleness, Spock reahed over to Kirk ard 
umsealed the Captain's tunic at the neckline, then rearranged 
Kirk's arms and drew the shirt off over Jim's head. Kirk did not 
react. Spock removed Jim's black tee shirt, them unfastened the 
trousersand drew them off too. He put the boots aside and pulled 
Jim to his feet, leading him int the bathroom, then turned on 
the shower. He finished stripping Jim and walked him into the 
stall and scrubbed him down, cleaning the lingering sweat of 
horror away, trying to ease the tension out of cramped muscles, 
Jim endured it numbly, not protesting. 


Spock turned off the shower and sat Jim on the seat of the 
commode, toweling off the fine ash of dead epidermis and dirt, 
and wrapping him in a dark Vulcan informal robe that covered him 
completely, and then some. Spock tenderly combed the tangles out 
of Jim's hair, then led him back imto the main room, easing him 
omto the edge of the bed. He pulled the desk chair over, then sat 
facing Kirk, but did mot speak. He had done everything as he 
imagined one Humam would care for another, where one was functional 
and the other was not. It was what McCoy would have done, but 
McCoy would have kmown what should be said now, what could reach 
through the numbress, the denial. Spock sighed mentally. His logic 
could find no solutions, If open solicitude had mo effect..e.e 


Without warning, out of the apathetic gloom, Kirk's shoulders 
shuddered and he bent forward, folding his hands tightly, 
beginming to sob. 


The sound cut through Spock with arguish and relief. Uncert- 
alnly, he touched Jim's clenched fingers amd Kirk grasped his 
hands tensly, holding onto him, weeping harder. 


Ulpe 


A scene touched Spock's memory: Jim's anguished clasp on 
McCoy as Edith Keeler was killed. Without thinking, he pulled 
Jim to him, sliding into a tight mutual embrace, and did rot 
resist the electric grief of it. The water sprang from his eyes 
perforce amd soaked Jim's hair at the nape, but he did not notice; 
the linked shock and loss overwhelmed. 


Our friend§ 


Gradually, the meld afforded perspective; the grief was 
experienced in a sort of parallax, and became mamageable. Logic 
met anguish half way; the very sharing made both priceless, a 
mutual shoring-up against those pressures which could crush. 
It 1s, they thought simultaneously, the solution he proffered 
for both of USe 


The catharsishad left a tremdous lassitude of mind and body. 
Spock delicately disentangled from the link, and Kirk sank back 
on the bed, depleted. Spock rose long enough to pull the covers 
up over Jim's shoulders, then crawled in beside him, too spent 
ta bother with undressing. As he let sleep take him, he permitted 
himself the venial luxury of throwing one protective arm across 
Jim's chest. 


Time would heal those wounds still left. 


THE END 
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"WHAT D'YA MEAN, THE 
SHIP'S LAUNDRY LOST ALL 
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SEE, CAPTAIN, TH 





sy BEVERLY VOLKER 


HOW COULD HE CHOOSE, 

AND YET A CHOICE, HE KNEW HE HAD TO MAKE 
FOR EITHER WAY, HE HAD TO LOSE 

THE ONE HE LET THEM TAKE. 


BOTH WERE HIS FRIENDS 

HE COULD NOT BEAR TO SENTENCE EITHER MAN 
IS THIS THE WAY AT LAST IT ENDS? 

PART OF THE VIANS PLAN. 


HE LOOKED AT SPOCK, 

HIS DEARSST FRIEND. COULD HE DESTROY HIS BRAIN? 
THE VIANS THREATENED THAT THE 3HOCK 

WOULD LiSAVE HIM QUITE INSANE. 


HIS EYES MET BONES, 

AND IN HIS HEART HES FELT THAT QUIET DREAD. 
THE VIANS WARNED IN SPOKEN TONSS, 

MCCOY WOULD END UP DEAD. 


"I'VE CHOSEN MEN 

TO DIE BEFORE." HE ONCE HAD MADE THE BLUFF, 
AND NOW TO FACE THAT CHOICE AGAIN, 

WHEN ONCE HAD BEEN ENOUGH. 


Kui LOOKED AT GEM, 

AND WONDERED NOW, SO TINY AND AFRAID, 
WHAT IS IT SH# MUST DO FOR THM? 
THIS GAMnm THit VIANS PLAYED. 


IS SH# THE SEaD, 

THE CENTRAL PART #OR WHICH THE STAGIs IS SET? 
WHAT IS IT THAT TH VIANS N&BD? 

WHAT TESTING MUST BH MST? 


"IT'LL BE THE ONS," 

BACH VOLUNTEZRED TO SAVE THE OTHSR TWO, 
BUT IF A CHOOSING MUST BE DONS, 

T'WAS HIS ALONE, HE KNEW. 


HE WEIGHED TH#® ODDS 

IT COULDN'T BE A THING DONE WITH THe MIND, 
TO PLAY THS PART OF GRATER GODS, 

THe VIANS VicTIM FIND. 


CAPTAIN, WAS HE 

AND RANK DOTH OFT ITS PRESSURES 8RING TO BEAR. 
SPOCK OR BONES? IT HAD TO BE 

DECISION, NONE COULD SHARE. 


"TtVE MADE MY CHOICs ," 

AT LAST HE KNEW. HIS HEART FELT BITTER GRIEF, 
THEN SUDDEN HYPO STAYED HIS VOICE, 

AND OFFERED SWEET RELIEF. 


HOW COULD HE CHOOSE? 

AND YET A CHOICE, THEY KNEW HE HAD TO MAKE. 
RACH FRIEND WAS WILLING HERE TO LOSE 
HIMSELF. FOR THe OTHERS! SAKE. 





BY 
PHASE Tr BEVERLY VOLKER & NANCY KIPPAX 


CHAPTER ONE 


CHEK INUICATION 


Admiral James T. Kirk pushei the button to open his door. 
A recurring stab of lonliness filled him. The rooms were so 
empty now, without Areel to share them. He spent as little time 
as possible here these days. 


Since his wife's tragic death in a shuttle crash six months 
ago, Jim had been burying himself deeper and deeper into his work, 
concentrating all his effort on accepting what had happened. They 
had a good life together, a good marriage; he felt fortunate to 
have found such unexpected hanpiness at all, albeit shortlived. 


I really owsht to move, he mused, entering the living area. 
But as usual, he shoved the thought aside, reluctant to go through 
the ordeal of sorting through their possessions. 


He was meeting 'HKones' McCoy for dinner this evening; a 
Dleasant interlude which he was grently looking forward to. Both 
of them living on the same 3>tarbase as they did, the two old 
friends didn't see as much of one another as they'd like. 


An envelope on the fleor caught his eye. Slipped through 
the mail slot, it was an oli-fashioned, written style communi- 
cation. lindoubtedly something quite formal; they were the onlv 
things sent that way anymore. Ulancing at it, he noticed the 
Star Fleet insignia and although his curiousity was piqued, he 
moved first to fix himself a irink. 


nat done, he settled down comfortably with the envelone. 
It was probably an invitatio:. to some formal affair which he 
had no interest in, but would fesl obligated to attend, due to 
his rank and status here on 3tarbase VIII. 


As he read the engraved script, he felt a chill rush up 
his soine. Feeling part excitement, part dread, he sat entranced, 
staring at the words. 


"YOU Ats HBRABY CORDIALLY INVIT#HD [0 ATTHND 

THE DECOMMISSIONIN: CHXAMCNI +3 FOR THE FORMBR 
STARSHIP, U3S ENTHRPRISS, TO B+ H#LD ON STAR 
BASE FIFTRSN ON STARDATS& 5274). 1. ALL FORMER 
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OFFICERS AR ASKED TO ATTEND AS WE SAY 
FAREWELL TO A GRAND OLD LADY IN THE 
FINEST STAR FLSET TRADITION. 

FOR YOUR CONVENIENCE, THE USS #NCOUNTER 
HAS B2EN ASSIGNED TO TRANSPORT PASSENG&RS 
FOR THRE CEREMONIRS. CONTACT REAR ADMIRAL 
LESLIE WINKINS FOX DETAILS." 


So, they were going to scrap her. His shin. The snterprise. 
The very name sent 2 plethora of emotions running through him. 

The pride. . . and the guilt, inexhorably linked together in his 
mind. They're not killing her now, he thought. We did that a long 
time ago, Spock and I. Resting his chin in his hands, he let his 
mind roam freely over the memory of that time and the way it had 
been. It was painful, but he suddenly couldn't hold it back any 
longer. 


% 3 a t * 


At the same time, on the Planet Vulcan, the “nterprise former 
First Officer stepped quietly into the sur baked courtyard, his 
eyes searching. Discovering what he sought, Spock walked briskly 
to where his wife sat. 


T'Pania broke her reverie and looked up steadily to meet 
Spock's gaze. She held un her two right forefingers as he sat 
next to her and joined his fingers to hers. It was more than 
an embrace, it was a joining of souls. 


"T wondered what became of you after the meal," he chided 
her vzently. He could sense her discomfort. "T'Pania, Selik is 
young. He objected to this journey because it would take him away 
from his studies at the Academy. I can understand that," he told 
her soothingly. 


She looked at him sharply. “Do you try to convince me or 
yourself, Spock?" she asked, an edge to her voice. T!'Pania knew 
that in many ways their son was a great disappointment to Spock. 
Coldly logical, totally Vulcan, 3elik did not respect his half- 
human father. It was a thing she could not change. Tossing her 
head, she stood. “At least T'Prett is eager for this trip." 


Spock stood behind her and touched her shoulder. "and you, 
my wife? Obviously you are not eager." Turning her to look at 
him, he said patiently, “It is a thing which I must do. I was 
the First Officer aboard the Mnterprise. There is no logical 
reason for me to decline attendence at a ceremony meant to honor 
her.' 


She met his look unwaveringly. "\nd no doubt Captain James 
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Kirk will feel the same," she said quietly. She felt his fingers 
tighten their grip on her shoulder, although his face remained 
impassive. "Spock, your life in Star Fleet is over. I can see no 
logic in going back to what was so very painful for you." 


Spock was prevented from answering by the sudden appearance 
of a very young, slim Vulcan girl, headed for them at top speed. 


T'Pania frowned. "T'Prett, do not rush so. It is most undig- 
nified and illogical. You are old enough now to knowe.." 


Spock cut into her lecture smoothly. “Our daughter has some- 
thing on her mind, my wife. Undoubtedly it is of great importance, " 
he teased. 


The girl hesitated as her mother looked from one to the other. 
T'Pania spoke stiffly. "I have things to attend to in the house. 
I shall leave you two alone." 


Spock looked after her sadly. He wished his daughter had not 
interrupted them. He wanted to make T'Pania understand, to explain 
to her why they must journey to Starbase XV. But the moment was 
past now. He turned to T'Prett. 


“What is it, Kirsha?" he asked softly. He alone addressed her 
thus; it was a Vulcan word meaning roughly, Little Bird. 


She looked un at him in adoration. "Father, why can we not 
go aboard the Encounter to the Ceremonies?" she pleaded. 


A shiver went up Spock's back. He had made it clear that his 
family wouli travel in their own ship to the Starbase. Certainly 
they would not go on the #ncounter. Kirsha should understand why. 


"Your vsrandparents would feel more comfortable traveling with 
us,’ he explained lamely, using 3arek and «manda for his excuse. 


"Pan," Kirsha snorted. “You know that grandmother is most 
desirous to see 3tack again," she chided. "And Father, I would 
like to see a Starship.’ 


A smile played over hts features and he laid a hand on her 
hair, a wisp of memory curling around his mind. His first glimpse 
of that awesome, majestic ship. The power and might of her churning 
in him an emotion he wasn't supposed to feel. How stiff I was then, 
he thought. How very young. Like Kirsha is now, he mused, but she 
4s more fortunate than I was. She doesn't have the human devils to 
put down. 


Reading his thoughts, Kirsha pressed her advantage. "What was 
it like, Father? To serve aboard the dnterprise?" He'd never told 
her very much about his life in Star Fleet. -he knew he had human 
friends, one in particular, his Captain. 4nd of course she knew 
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somathing about Stack and the tragedy. But he'd been silent about 
most of it, and Kirsha was enough of a woman to be curious. 


Spock looked at her silently, trying to think of the right 
words. "It was...an honor," he said at last. "The Enterprise was 
the finest Starship in the Fleet. My work was quite rewardirg ." 
Yet, even as he spoke, he knew this was not what he wanted to say. 
So much more, it was. 30 much you couldn't put into words. He 
added, "I was happy there." 


"Then, whye..e." she began, but his look cut her off. Lowering 
her eyes, she said, "Forgive me, Father. I do not mean to pry." 


"You will see the Enterprise when we get to the Starbase, 
Kirsha. Until then, you will have to content yourself with other 
matters." 


Kirsha knew she was being dismissed, so with a final nod of 
her head, she left her father standing alone in the courtyard and 
returned to the house. 


Spock looked at the horizon, where the shadows of night were 
swiftly gathering. This was his home and he had found a certain 
peace and contentment here. Prestige, honor had come his way also, 
but they were unimportant. No matter that he was Ambassador Spock 
of Vulcan, greatly respected, not only by his own people but by 
the Federation itself. The important part was that he respected 
himself again. He had learned to live, despite the past. And if 
I have learned to fashion a new life for myself, he thought, then 
surely so has Jim Kirk, for he is no less a man. 


et + + % % 


Doctor Leonard McCoy raised an arm in salutation as James 
Kirk approached the table. Since his retirement from the service, 
shortly after Kirk's departure from the tnterprise, he had built 
a small private practice here on Starbase VIII, but the bulk of 
his time he devoted to research and to various charities. He was 
a busy man, but in a comfortable way, doing only what he loved 
to do. 


Tne two friends smiled at one another in easy comradeship 
as Jim slipped into a chair. 


McCoy, never a man to beat around the bush, came right to 
the point. "Did you get your invitation, Jim?" 


Kirk allowed a half smile to overcome his features. He was 
aware of the nuance in Bones voice, of the probing look the doc- 
tor was giving him. "Yes, I got it," he answered shortly. 


McCoy smiled, lifting his drink to his lips. "I'm looking 
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forward to seeing Peter again,” he confessed. 


"You're szoing aboard the Encounter, then?" Kirk asked in 
surprise. Why not, he wondered. Bones had no ghosts to lay. 


The doctor's voice was gentle. “Will you attend the ceremonies, 
Jim? Can you?" 


Kirk looked at him evenly. "I must. I was her Captain. I'm 
not sure if I want to, even now. But Bones, it's more than just 
me and Spock and even Tarra._,It's 430 of the greatest men and wo- 
men I ever knew. It's that Grand. 0ld Lady the invitation mentioned. 
My ship. They're burying her, Bones. Doesn't she deserve the finest 
funeral? Shouldn't her Captain be there to say goodbye? Could I 
ever look myself in the eye if I didn't go?" Realizing how impas- 
sioned he was becoming, he checked himself and smiled ruefully. 


McCoy looked thoughtful. "But you won't travel on the 
Encounter. Peter will be disappointed," he stated, referring 
again to Jim's nephew, Cmdr. Peter irk, who was the First Officer 
aboard the 3tarship Encounter. 


Kirk smiled, thinking fondly of the boy he and Areel had 
finished raising after his retirement from active duty on the 
“enterprise. He was looking forward to seeing him again. It had 
been three years since their last meeting. But considering that 
Peter's ship was the one commanded by Captain 3tack. . . Theron, 
he thought with a stab, Theron St. John. . . 


He looked over at McCoy. “Peter will understand. You go 
aboard the incounter, Bors s. fell him I'll meet him at Starbase 
XV. ' 


McCoy shifted in his chair, uncomfortable at what he was 
about #o bring up, yet knowing it had to be said. “Jim, do you 
reckon Spock will be there for the ceremonies?" 


Kirk's answer came without hesitation. "Of course." Can I 
be sure, he wondered. After all these years, am I still so finely 
attuned to his attitudes that 1 can know for a certainty what 
he's thinking? His mind answered, Yes. "He'll go," he said, "for 
the same reasons I'm going. To honor his ship...and to lay down 
his ghosts." Jim looked steadily at the doctor. "I'm going early. 
I have to see Spock first -- talk to him, before I can face any 
of the others." 


And suddenly, sitting there at that table across from McCoy, 
Jim Kirk was eager and anxious for the first time, at the prospect 
of seeing Spock again. 


og 3 * * coy 


Immediately after assuming orbit, the Ambassador's party of 
seven beamed down to Starbase XV and were escorted by an eager 
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young ensign to the suite assigned to them by the upper echelon. 


Kirsha had gotten her first glimpse of a Starship when, still 
aboard their vessel, her father had brought in a visual transmis- 
sion of the Enterprise in orbit, upon thier viewscreen. Spock had 
Swallowed visibly at the sight of her, hanging there in space. He 
had known this would not be easy and yet he had not been fully pre- 
pared for the wave of emotion the sight of his ship aroused in him. 
She looked lifeless - already dead, for they had come to bury her. 
And yet, those familiar letters NCC-1701 still visable on her hull, 
somehow challenged one to pride and honor. 


Fascinated with its imensity, Kirsha was still talking about 
it when they reached their rooms. 


"And Father said the bridge was located at the top level of 
the main spherical section,’ she chattered, with an air of famili- 
arity with such terms. 


Her brother, S3elik, stooi testily to one side with his espoused 
wife, T'Pleish. He spoke with cool disdain. "More interesting, and 
more to the point, my sister, would be the location of the photon 
torpedo and phaser banks." The words were flung out as a challenge 
to Spock, who regarded him with an icy detachment. 


. "Tt is well established fact that Star Fleet uses force only 
in self-defense and only as a last resort, Selik. For you to be- 
leive otherwise is biased and illogical," Spock said mechanically. 


"Tllogical? Is it illogical to -=- " 


"Selik," his Grandfather cut him off smoothly. “T'Pleish looks 
weary. I believe you should retire to your room with her. We cannot 
have her overtaxed by this journey." Sarek looked at his Grandeon, 
who led T!Pleish from the room, vroperly chastized. Such a Vulcan, 
he thought. The sort of man I wished Spock to be when he was that 
age. And yet, there is something unpleasant about that boy. Having, 
Spock had once said, is not always so pleasing a thing as wanting. 
It is illogical, but verhaps it is true. He met the eyes of his sen 
in mute acknowledgement. 


Amanda came up and itaid a hand on his sleeve. "Sarek, you too 
must safeguard your health. There is much to come in the days ahead 
and we shall need our rest also. Come," she entreated. He looked 
upon her fondly. Yes, he thoucht. Much to come. ‘tspecially after 
the “ncounter docked tomorrow. Biiding farewell to their son's 
family, they took their leave. 


T!'Panta busied herself arranging their things, her eyes not 
meeting those of her husband. Svock watched her thoughtfully for 
a while, then he rose and drew on his cloak. 


"T go to meditate, ny wife," he said softly. She looked up, 
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nodded affirmitively, as he closed the door behind him. 


Spock left the vuilding and walked aimlessly for a little 
way. Presently he came to a small park that was all but deserted 
at this time of day. The few veople who passed him on his wander- 
ings were all wearing Star fleet uniforms, naturally so, for on 
a Starbase the population was generally about 80% military. It 
waS on a Command Kase very much like this one that Spock had first 
recieved his orders to serve aboard the Fleet's new Starship, the 
Enterprise, those many years ago. He had been under the command 
of Uhristopher Pike and he had served with admiration and respect, 
for Pike had been an excellent officer to work with. But it wasn't 
until later, when Pike was replaced by James T. Kirk, that Spock 
had really found a sense of belonging, had made a life for himself 
that he was completely content in. 


The Vulcan leaned hack against a stone wall and drew his 
thoughts inward. He knew, with the clarity of total empathy, that 
before too very long he would be seeing James Kirk again. And 
what then, he wondered. They tried to resolve it once before. Tney 
tried to go on as if none of it had happened. But it had happened, 
and they could not logically pretend it had not. When at last thev 
had parted and gone their senerate ways, there seemed no othsr 
solution. 


Even now, the wounds were still there. He had managed quite 
effectively to cover them over, to go on. But could he bear seeing 
Jim Kirk again, and having the past rush up to meet him? 


He knew he must. For in each of our lifetimes, he reflected, 
there is a time for all things. And the time had come now to put 
down the past once and for all. And that meant talking to James 
Kirk, his former Captain, and his friend. Kirk, with whom he hed 
laughed and suffered, lived and worked so closely with, who knew 
him more completely than any living soul. 


Spock stood up straight and drew his cloak about him. Wéth 
a renewed vigor, he was suddenly anxious to see Jim again and 
he knew that what he desired most in the world right now was to 
hear that familiar voice. They would solve this at last, as they 
had solved so many things in that long ago past - together. 


He headed back with determination. 
“ * 4¢ + at 
Swallowing over the lump in his throat, Admiral Kirk stopped 
before the door he'd been told was Ambassador Spock's suite. He 
was filled with apprehension, but he made himself go on. He sounded 
the buzzer with force, and because he had steeled himself so, he 


was startled when the door was opened by a young Vulcan ir]. 


Kirsha syed him with open curiousity. 


Se 


"Excuse me," he apologized, pleasantly surprised by the 
attractive female. "I was told this was Ambassador Spock's 
room?" He made it a question. 


She inclined her head formally. "You are correct. I am 
T'Prett, daughter of Spock." 


This was Snock's daughter? Jim was delighted. "Well," he 
chuckled softly, “I'm Admiral James I. Kirk. I was a friend of 
your father's ---" He proke off as her eyes grew wide in recog- 
nition. 


She opened the door quickly, bidding him enter. From another 
room, Kirk heard another female voice call out. 


"Who is it, I''Prett? To whom are you speaking?" 


"Mother, come," Kirsha sai: urgently. “It's Captain--I mean, 
Admiral Kirk." 


T'Pania entered slowly, her eyes riveted on Jim Kirk. This 
human. She had heard so much about him and yet never had they met. 
She raised her hand in the formal Vulcan greeting. 


“Admiral. I am T!Pania. I am honored to meet you. I have heard 
my husband speak of you many times," she told him, a touch of cool- 
ness in her tone. 


There was no coolness from Kirsha, as she invited him to sit. 


Kirk smiled, a bit uncomfortable at being forced to make small 
talk with these strangers after having brought himselr here to see 
Spock avain. "I just arrived for the ceremonies," he explained. 
f'Pania's quiet nod was all the reply he zot. "I wanted very much 
to see Spock...." 


"My nusband is in meditation, Admiral Kirk. But no doubt he 
will wish to see you when he returns." 


"Oh yes," Kirsna agreed. “You must wait for him, Admiral." 
Now, she thousht. now is my chance to learn more about Father's 
years in Star Fleet. 


"Of course," Kirk nodded. He glanced uneasily at T'Pania and 
sensed her disapproval. He dii not quite understand this, but having 
come so far and after so long a time, he was not about to be deterred 
from his mission by anyone. Jim Kirk, former Captain of the Enter- 
prise, would see his first offiter - and friend. 


T'Pania read his uneasiness and his determination. These 


humans were such uncomfortable people, she thought. Always rush- 
ing about so. It was part of what she failed to understand about 
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Spock. How had he tolerated serving with the likes of them? 
"You are still with Star Fleet, Admiral?" Kirsha asked him. 


"Yes, that's right. No longer active duty, however. I'm 
stationed on Starbase 8 as a liason officer. Mostly paperwork." 
He flashed her one of his most charming smiles. 


Her composure broke for a moment. As a Vulcan child, she 
was unaccustomed to such charm. It was definately unsettling. 
And curious. She decided that she approved of this friend of 
Father's. Returning to her original tonic, she asked, “But do 
you not miss the fascination of journeying to unknown worlds? 
The satisfaction of commanding a Starship?" 


Kirk looked at her, amazement growing in him. »~he was quite 
an astute young woman. And most definately Spock's daughter. 


"vyes,"rhe admitted, “at times. It was a rewarding experience, 
T'Prett." 


T'Pania rose then, and cestured to her daughter. "“nough, 
T'Prett. The Admiral has journeyed to see your Father and you 
prattle on like a foolish child with your questions." She spoke 
quietly to Kirk. "Admiral, I do not wish to offend you, but my 
daughter and I have certain matters to attend to. My husband 
should return momentarily and I believe you two have much to dis- 
cuss in vrivate. Therefore, I welcome you to stay and await him, 
while we take our leave." 


Kirsha wanted to vrotest, but she dare not. »2he didn't want 
to leave; she was anxious to see her father and James Kirk together 
again. Mother was always limiting her education. But she had no 
cnoice, so she followed T'Pania to the door. Turning, she bobbed 
her head at the Admiral. 


"It was most gratifying to meet you, Admiral Kirk, May you 
and my Father rejoice in your reunion." 


Kirk stood and returned her nod. “Thank you, T'Prett. The 
pleasure was inieed all mine." 


With a hasty flurry, she followed her “other and closed the 
door behind her. 


Jim stared at the closed door for a moment. what a darling 
girl, he thouzht. what other gurorises does Spock have in store, 
he wondered. He had known Spock wag married on Vulcan, but he 
had never considered....children. Other children. 


He paced the spacious room restlessly. He picked up a news 


cartridse and played it through, although he paid little attention 
to what was said. He stared out the window for a while, then went 
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back to sit on the sofa. 


Just then, the door opened. Kirk got to his feet quickly as 
Spock entered the room. 


Turning, Spock saw him and their eyes locked as the two stood 
facing each other at last. 


% % + 3 3% 


Kirsha paced the floor of her vrandmother's room restlessly. 
Here she was, on a Starbase, with dozens of exciting things going 
on all about her, and she was cooped up with her Mother and Grand- 
mother. At the next break in the flow of conversation, she made 
her move. 


"Mother - I am going to walk about a bit. I would like to see 
more of the Starbase," she said. 


Amanda smiled at her with understanding. T'rania nodded 
solemnly. 


"All right, T'Prett. Do not be too long, however, for your 
Father will be coming for us soon." 


"yes, Mother," she replied, auickly escaping the confines of 
the room before her Mother had a chance to change her mind. 


She walked without purpose for a while, absorbing the sights 
and sounds of this fascinating place. She wondered abstractly if 
her Father had returned yet. 


Before long, she found herself in front of a large structure, 
quite impressive looking, which proclaimed itself to be the Starbase 
Control Center. Curious, she walked inside. 


The corridors were bustling with uniformed inen and women, 
going about their duties. Kirsha moved among them and although’: 
some of them gave her a second look, no one challenged her right 
to be there. 


She made her way to the Communications section, and once there, 
she was startled to hear them discussing the Starship Encounter. It 
was approaching orbit, only hours off. 

Now there, she thought, is where I ought to be. An idea occured 
to her and she found her way back to the Information Desk. &A young 
yeoman looked up at her with interest. 

"yes, Miss - may I help you?" he asked. 


"lam T'Prett of Vulcan, daughter of Ambassador Spock. I wish 
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a shuttlecraft to rendevous with the USS Encounter." She drew 
herself up with dignity. 


He looked perplexed. "Just a moment, please." 


She stood dispassionately waiting until he returned with 
his superior, Cmdr. Ashley. The older gentleman took her hand. 


"Tt's an honor to meet the daughter of Commander Spock. 
What can we do for you?" he asked. 


Kirsha was a bit taken aback. It was fascinating how the 
mere mention of her Father's name evoked respect from others. 
As she was growing up, she had observed this special treatment 
on a few occasions when she had been allowed to accompany her 
Father on his travels or at affairs held on Vulcan. But for the 
most part she had been sheltered from this side of her father's 
life, mainly staying at home or attending school. And here, on 
a Star Fleet installation, where ne was known better not as 
Ambassador Spock, but as Commander Spock, the respect and admir- 
ation due her father was more keenly evident than ever. Kirsha 
nodded her head slowly in acknowledczement of this second-hand 
praise. She explained to the kindly Cmdr. Ashley that she wished 
to meet her brother's starship before it entered orbit. Without 
hesitation he summoned a craft ani nilot for her, thinking this 
request in no way unusual or inconvenient. 


In a short while, she was on her way, ot bothering to pon- 
der on the consequences of her actions. 


a ro chy at cy 


Peter Kirk turned away from his position at the communications 
console aboard the #ncounter. He lookei with some surprise at his 
Captain. He had just received a most startling communication. 


"Captain Stack," he said, "I have just received notice that 
your sister, I''Prett, is coming out from the Starbase ina shuttle- 
craft to meet the Encounter.’ Peter didn't elaborate, but he 
watched the imoassive face of his Captain. Had he seen a flicker 
of emotion there, or was he inagining it? 


Stack raised one eyebrow. "Indeed?" he asked. 


One of their distinguished visitors, Dr. Leonard Mcgoy, had 
been making a tour of the briige and talking to his ‘honorary 
nephew!', Peter, when the call had come through. He turned now to 
Peter. 


"Twho? Spock has a daughter?" ne exclaimed in delighted 
astonishment. 


"T'tPrett, Doctor,' 3tack said steadily. "She is the daughter 
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of Spock and T!Pania." He turned to Peter and said calmly, "Mr. 
Kirk, you will go to the hangar deck and meet her craft when it 
arrives. You may show her around the ship, if she so desires, or 
entertain her in whatever fashion you deem best." 


Peter Kirk hesitated. Softly he said, "Stack...don't you 
think you should -- " 


Stack shot him a cold look. "At this point, my presence is 
required on the bridge. It is most unfortunate, but necessary." 


His rirst Officer stood uv reluctantly. "Yes, sir." He turned 
to McCoy. “Bones, would you like to come along?" 


McCoy smiled. "You bet I would, Peter!" he replied eagerly. 


This girl's arrival was going to be another in a.geries of 
delightful incidents he'd encountered since coming abewafi this 
vessel. The past few days had been one pleasant experience after 
another. First, seeing Peter again, and Stack too, although he 
had reservations about that. Then he had been reunited with all 
his former fellow officers from the Enterprise, who were also 
traveling to Starbase XV for the ceremonies. They had spent count- 
less hours talking, catching each other up on all the news, laughing 
and partying far into the nicht. Bones didn't know when he had 
last enjoyed himself so thoroughly! | 


And now he was following Peter down to ths hangar deck to 
meet Spock's dauzhter. Well, wasn't that a peach! Somehow, he 
found it hard to imazine Spock with a daughter. A sudden memory 
came to him of Spock with the infant, Theron St. John. Spock 
would be a good father, he reflected soberly. 


They were just in time to see the hangar joors closing over 
the shuttlecraft. Bones looked curiously at Peter, who wore a 
scowl of displeasure on his face. 


“What's wrong, Pete? You seem to have misgivings on meeting 
Spock's daughter," he commented. 


Peter shook his head negatively. "I have no opinions one way 
or the other, Bones," he said, but his expression belied his 
words. At Bones! skeptic look, he added, "She's just another dig- 
nitary's daughter we have to appease." 


McCoy was about to reply, but just then the door slid open 
and Kirsha stepped out where they could see her. McCoy, ever an 
admirer of beautiful girls, crinned in obvious pleasure. Even 
Peter looked startled. 


She was younger than either man suspected, for one thing. 


Yet there was a certain dignity, bred of Vulcan heritage, that 
seemed incongruous to her years. She was tall for a female, with 
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a mane of jet black hair swept softly back to reveal her deli- 
cate pointed ears. Her eyes, under thick lashes, were alert and 
curious. 


Yes, McCoy thought, definately Spock's daughter, and he 
wondered fleetingly if her father was aware that she was here, 


She stepped up to them, questioning, and raised her hand in 
the Vulcan greeting. She waited, respectfully, for them to speak 
first. 


McCoy had never managed to perfect the salute, so he merely 
nodded, but Peter greeted her easily in her own fashion, molding 
his hand in the Vulcan salute. 


"Welcome. I am Commander Peter Kirk, First Officer of the 
Kneounter. This is one of our guests, Dr. Leonard McCoy, former 
Cheif Surgeon of the USS Enterprise," he told her. 


She looked from one to the other, her mind rapidly assinil- 
ating the data. Peter Kirk - the same name as Admiral Kirk. The 
doctor = she had heard his name from her father - he had been a 
friend. The Captain - Stack - why had he not come to greet her? 


"It is an honor, I am T!'Prett. I assume you were advised of 
my arrival?" 


"Yes, and I trust you had a good journey," Peter told her 
formally. 


She cocked her head to one side. "Cmdr. Kirk, are you of the 
same family as Admiral dirk who knew my father?" 


"He 13 my Uncle, yes. ." 


"I see. I had the pleasure of meeting your uncle earlier 
when he came to call on my father," she told him as the three 
of them walked down the corridor. 


McCcy looked at her keenly. "Jim came to visit your father, 
T'Prett?" he asked, desiring more infarmation on this crucial 
visit. "When was this?" 


“Just a short while ago. Unfortunately, my Father was not 
there at the time, but the Admiral was awaiting his arrival when 
I left," she told him. 


Peter, to whom all this was immaterial, could sense the 
girl's preoccuvation as she looked about the ship with keen 
interest. He could fully understand the wonder that overtakes 
one at their first glimpse of a Starship - the majesty and gur- 
ging power of Her - and he was filled with a sense of pride in 
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this, his vessel. For the first time, he felt a sense of liking 
for this Vulcan girl, who seemed to appreciate the right things. 


He took her through the ship, explaining patiently and 
almost reverently the things they were seeing, quoting her stat- 
istics and facts that her eager, analytical mind seemed to compre- 
hend at once. He was impressed by the intelligence of her questions. 
They went through the Engineering Section, the Medical Complex, 
the 3cience section, all the vital areas of the ship, with the 
curious exception of the Brijige. Finally, he turned to her with a 
smile. 


"Now, if you'd like, I'll take you to the Recreation Room, 
where some of our guests are.' 


McCoy was in fnll agreement. ‘Yes, T'Prett, I think you 
might like to met some of the people who served with your father 
aboard the anterprise." 


She indicated her compliance wordlessly. She hadn't said any- 
thing about the obvious oversicht of the Bridge, or the deliberate 
snub of the Captain. Stack always was a bit of a stranger to her. 
She knew though, that he would logically consent to see her if she 
so requested. 30 she bided her time. Besides, it was more inter- 
esting to see these friends of her father's than to have an unplea- 
sant reunion with 3tack. 


They entered the Rec Room and she saw a group of men and women 
seated around a large table conversing easily. Peter led her to 
them and as they approached, the former #nterprise officers stopped 
talking to look curiously at the young Vulcan. 


McCoy smiled eagerly in anticipation of their reaction. "Well, 
my friends," he announced, "I've got a surprise for you. Meet T'Prrett 
of Vulcan - 3spock's daughter!" 


He was not disappointed. Several eyebrows shot up, but all 
of the faces were friendly - and impressed. Bones grinned at Kirsha, 
who stood silent and dignified in snite of her curiousity which 
at this moment was unbounded. 


"Don't you let this group overwhelm you, T'Prett," the doctor 
continued, taking command of the situation. 


Kirsha drew herself up and looked at Bones with one slightly 
raided eyebrow. ‘why should I be overwhelmed, Doctor?" 


A few chuckles were heard from the table, but McCoy recovered 
himself. ‘Never mind," he toli her. "Here, let me introduce you. 
T'Prett," he began, “this is Montgomery Scott and his wife, Heather. 
Scotty was the Cheif Engineer aboard the Witerprise, and now runs 
a shipping fleet, the Scott Line, out of Orion.’ 


Scotty had done quite well for himself after he'd decided 
1t was time to leave the service and settle down. He'd opened 
the shipping fleet and had bzen so successful with it that his 
ships were considered the number one fleet in space. The business 
was still expanding and Scotty had prospered. He had aso met 
and married Heather, a beautiful young entertainer who had come 
to his home planet with a dancing troup. The couple was very 
obviously much in love, 


Scotty smiled winringly at Kirsha. "Aye, and it's a pleasure 
to meet you, lass. And how is your father?" he asked. 


Kirsha lowered her head. “I am honored to meet you, Mr. 
Scott. My father is well and would most certainly wish me to 
extend his regards." 


The other two couples, seated at the table were following 
all this with close attention. Bones turned now to the dark 
skinned woman with the pleasant smile. 


"This is Uhura, former communications Officer aboard the 
mnterprise and later Captain of the U3S Hornet, now retired from 
active service," McCoy said. 


"Her husband, B'Hustain, is delegate to the Interplanetary 
Advisory Council," Peter added. 


Uhura smiled sweetly at T'!Prett. “It's so ood to meet you, 
honey. Sit down, make yourself comfortable," she advised. 


As Kirsha did as she was bid, Uhura went on. "We've all heard 
so much about your father and the wonderful things he's been doing 
for the Federation." 


Before Kirsha could reply, Peter continued the introductions, 
pointing out the final couple at the table. 


"T'Ppett, this is Dr. Christine Chapel Henry, and her husband 
Dr. ‘tyrone Henry, joint founders of the Chapel-Henry foundation 
for medical research." 


"Christine was my tlead Nurse aboard the 4nterprise,'' McCoy 
put in. "That was before she decided she was zood enough to give 
her old boss competition,” he teased. 


Christine reached across the table and laid a hand on Kirsha's 
arm.e 'I'm really pleased to meet Spock's daughter. We all thought 
so much of your father,” she said wistfully. "But it must be some- 
what confusing to be meeting all of us for the first time." 


Kirsha shook her head. "On the contrary, Doctor. I have heard 
my Father speak of you all for some time, and it is a distinctly 
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fascinating experience to meet you at last." 
Scotty chuckled. "Now that's Spock's daughter!" he exclaimed. 


McCoy smiled ruefully at the remark. Sitting down next to 
Kirsha, he explained, "Later you Can meet our final passenger, 
Gove oulu of the Federation colony, New Japan. He was the Cheif 
Navigator for the tnterprise.' A dark look came over McCoy's 
face. "There was ons other officer whe won't be attending the 
ceremoniese Commodore Chekov was killed in active service about 
six months ago. His ship was lost with no survivors." 


Peter broke the silence that followed. "Well, if you folks 
will excuse me, I really have to be getting back to my duties 
aboard the bridge. Bones, I trust you can entertain the young lady 
for a while?" he cquerried. 


Kirsha stood up abruptly. "I would like to see the bridge, 
Commander. And my brother,' she commanded gently. 


Peter, taken by surprise, flashed an uncomfortable look at 
McCoy. McCoy regarded Peter with cynic»1l amusement. The ploy had 
not worked. Not with this perceptive female. 


"T'm afraid that's impossible at this time, ['Prett. Perhaps 
in the future....- He let it trail off. 


McCoy cocked an eyebrow at him, knowingly. "The girl has a 
valid request, rveter. I agree it's time she see her brother." 


Peter glowered at his old friend. Without words he told Mccoy 
not to interfere in this. He turned to the silent and impenetrable 
Vulcan. "I'm sorry, ' he apologized. “I'll advise the Captain of 
your request." 


Christine broke the unspoken tension. "Please, T'Prett, stay 
and chat witn us for a while. de have so manv questions to ask 
you, she said gently. 


"aye," Scotty affirmed. "and I'm sure you have questions to 
ask of us," he added sazely. 


Reluctantly, T'>?rett turned her attention back to them and 
nodded her affirmation. 


As Peter left the room, ratner hastily she thought, she ob- 
served the mysterious look the doctor was giving him. 


fucking her curiousity to the back of her mind, she concentrated 
on following the conversation flowing across the table. Before too 
long, the guests began to leaves. They had to ready their things for 
arrival at the starbase and each had details to attend to. 
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Finally, she and Doctor McCoy were left alone at the table. 
She turned to him, her eyes questioning. “And you, Doctor? Do you 
not have other things to do?" 


"They can wait,’ he said abruptly. He wasn't the most familiar 
with Vulcan psycology, but he hadn't served with Spack all those 
years for nothing. The girl obviously had something on her mind, 
and he had a feeling she wanted to discuss it with someone. 


She made a steeple of ner fingers and stared at them with 
intense concentration. ‘I hardly know Stack," she began, hesita-~ 
ting. McCoy's look encouraged her to go on. "I do not know humans 
too well, Doctor, but I sensed something between you and Mr. Kirk 
earlier. My brother jioes not wish to see me, correct?" 


McCoy lowered his head and shook it slowly. “I don't know, 
T'Prett," he hedged. 


"Why?" she asked, her voice neutral. ‘It is illogical. It is 
true that he ani Sather are not close, but I am, after all, of the 
same family and it is a discourtesy to ignore the fact." 


McCoy looked at her sharply. ‘Your father and Stack are not 
close? what does that mean?" he asked. Perhaps here, he thought, 
is the key to what I sensed about Stack. And why? After all, every- 
thing that was done was done out of love for stack. 


"Stack did not live at my Father's house like my brother Selik 
and I, Doctor. Most of the time tthhat he was not away at school, he 
Spent at the home of my Grandparents." 


McCoy chewed on that for a while. Stack not raised by Spock? 
It hardly seemed possible. 


Sensing his thought, Kirsha said quickly, “It was not that 
Father did not wish him to be home, of course. Mother too, invited 
him many times into our family, but Stack always refused. As a 
chila, I could never comprehend it." 


"How much do you know about Stack, T'Prett? About his birth?" 
Bones asked cautiously, weighing his words carefully. 


Kirsha hesitated. “I know his mother was a human,’ she said. 
"and that she and Father were never married. But I've never been 
told much about those times," she admitted. 


Bones looked at her carefully. It was sad, it really was, that 
the events that took place those many years ago were obviously 
taking their toll on Stack now. All that had been done to protect 
him, to benefit him, had backfired. There had been so much secrecy, 
and the events had been covered over for so many years now, that 
those who were closest to Stack, if indeed anyone were close to 
the impenetrable Human-Vulcan, were unable to help him accept his 
situation. When will we quit hiding our skeletons in the closet, 
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he thought feircely. A need to help, to be of some service, made 
up his mind. The time for secrets was over. It was time they laid 
down the past once and for all and do what they could to untangle 
Stack and make him the man he was meant to be. 


The Captain of the Encounter, as McCoy saw him, was a twisted, 
neurotic mess! Oh, he functioned capably enough, got through his 
daily routine ani managed to make an outstanding career for himself 
in Star Fleet. But inside he was crying out for something, and he 
could never be the sort of man he was meant to be, the sort of man 
his father wanted him to be, without his feet on the right path. 
McCoy turned to Kirsha. 


"D'tPpett, too much has been hidden for too long. I'm going 


to tell you about your Father and Stack's mother. I think you 
have a right to know. Her name was Tarra St. JOnNiseceseae. 
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TRIVIA TEST 


Answers found on the last page. 


1. 


6. 


ll. 


12. 


13. 


lye 


What three words did Kirk predict to Hdith Keeler would become 
more important than "I love you"? 
(a) Let me Help (b) I can Understand (c) Let us begin. 


In which episode was Kirk not compared to Caesar? 
(a) Mirror, Mirror (b) Conscience of the King (c) Bread & 
Circuses 


Where is the Command Base of the Emterprise located? 
(a) Sterbase 6, near Alpha Centauri (b) Starbase 12 in the 
Gamma 400 System (c) Starbase 1 in the region of Orion 


In what episode did Spock admit, "I ama fool."? 
(a) City on the Edge of Forever (b) Galileo 7 (c) All Our 
Yesterdays 


When Bones said, "...mixht 'nigh onto a hundred, Jim boy,” he 
was talking about the number of: 
(a) Laboratories underground on the 3hore Leave planet 
(bo) Partigles Hengist would be scattered into in wolf 
in the Fold (c) Plants beamed aboard the Enterprise 
from the Omicron Ceti colony. 


Lt. Marla McIvers was: 
(a) a psyciatrist (b) an historian (c) the Captain's Woman 


The wife Proiongation Disease was caused by: 
(a) The water (b) a Virus (c) a Comet passing through 


scotty was ashamed to admit he was not up on his: 
(a) Shakespeare (b) Keats (c) Milton 


In what episode did Yeoman Rand tell Kirk to look at her legs? 
(a) Charlie X (b) Enemy within (c) Miri 


Two other star Trek episodes mentioned in 'Turnabout Intruder': 
(a) The Snemy #ithin and Obsession (b) The Tholian Web and 
The smpath (c) The smpath and The Enterprise Incident 


3he writes poetry, paints pictures, dances and quotes Shakespeare: 
(a) Rayna (b) Marta (c) Lenore haridian 


In which episode did Spock say, “I will never understand the 
medical mind."? 
(a) The Tholian Web (b) Miri (c) The Immunity Syndrome 


In 'The Trouble with Tribbles', the tribble Spock held and 
stroked was what color? 
(a) all white (b) all tan (c) tan and white 


The "Book" of the People of Yonada was kept in: 
(a) Bela Oxmyx's office (b) a monolith (c) the Library 
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15. Landru was found in the: 
(a) Hall of Audiences (b) Vault of Tomorrow (c) Oracle koom 


lo. The play performed by Karidian's acting group for the crew of 
the tnterprise was: 
(a) MacBeth (b) Hamlet (c) As You Like It 


17. The name of the ship scheduled to transport the Karidian acting 
group was the: 


(a) Botany Bay (b) Antares (c) Astral Queen 


18. And the Captain of that ship was: 
(a) John Daly (b) Ron Tracey (c) Tom Leighton 


19. Leila Kalomi had known Spock: 
(a) 6 years ago on EHarth (b) when she interned on Vulcan 
(c) when she had been studying the Vulcan mind techniques 


20. The 3.S. Botany Bay was named after: 
(a) an exploration team (b) a penal colony in Australia 
(c) the first settlement on Mars 
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We have several storiss planned, including one that deals 
with a serious headinijury to Spock while he and irk are 
standed on a hostile planet, and the ultimate sacrifice Kirk 
must make to save his life. Tenatively titled;: " AN ACT OF 
LOoVa". Also CHAPTER TWO, TARRA , of the PHASE II serial. 
Plus many of the same features found in this issue--POKTRY, 
PUZZLES, TRIVIA, SONGS, AND A NEW WRITING CONTEST. We would 
also like to include a "LETTERS 70 TH# EDITORS" Columa, so 
we welcome your comments, critisisms, and suggestions on the 
stories, features, theme ocr anything that strikes your fancy. 
Aad we will print the winning coatest story(ies). 


Due to the kindness ani talents of many friends(including 
some non-Trekfans) in stratizgic places,we were abke to pro- 
duce this issue at a mimunum expense and could pass this 
along to our subscribers inthe low cost. 


However, there is a strong poesibility that we willhave 
mare expense next issue and therefore will be forced to raise 
the cost ver copy. If you want to reserve a copy of the next 
{esue, send a S.A,S.8. and we will let you Know the cost 
when we know it. 


We welcome contributions and will give a free copy to all 
MAJOR contributors we print and to the winner of the writting 
contest. 
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